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NAUSEA 


The  positive  relief  for  SEA, 
TRAIN  AND  CAR  Sickness. 
Stops  the  nausea  at  once. 
25  years  in  use. 

75C-  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores 
5  or  direct  on  receipt  of  Price 

The   Mothersill   Remedy   Co..   Montreal 


Dubious 

"Little  girl,  why  are  you  so  inter- 
ested in  these  birds?" 

"Well,    I    just    learned    that    there 
ain't  no  Santa  Claus,  and  I'm  out  here 
to  investigate  this  stork  proposition." 
— Chaparral. 

*  *  rt 

Kind  O' 

"Is   your   wife   old?" 

"Old?  When  they  brought  in  her 
birthday  cake  last  time,  six  guests 
fainted  with  the  heat." 

— The  Royal  Gaboon. 


7/te  strop's 
the  f/iinfr 


The  lever  releases 
the  blade,  the 
strop  does  the  rest 
— In  10  seconds 
the  keen  edge  is 
renewed. 


Wet 


trop 
Razor 


~Sharpen»  ittelf 

*5.  up  to  $25}       74 
Other  Models  at  Lower  Prices 


"Rose   Marie!" 

(As  one  hears  it  sung  in  the  three- 

a-day) 
Rows  Muh-ree,  I  loveyuh. 
I  malwuz  thin  kinofyuh, 
No   mat   tuwhat   I    do    I   can't   fuh 

getchuh, 
A-a-a   times   I   wished  tha-a   I   had 

nevuh  metchuh, 
And  yet  if   I   shudloseyuh, 
'Twould  me-e-ean  my  very  life  tuh 

me-e-e, 
Uh  vail  the  queens  that  evuh  live  di 

choose  yuh, 
Tuh  rule  me,  Rows  Muh-ree. 

— Jag- 

#  *      * 

Kind  Old  Party — I  hear  you  buried 
your  wife  yesterday,  Mr.  Kaupp. 

"Veil,   mein   Gott,    I   had   to.     She 
vass  dead." 

— Lampoon. 

*  *       * 

Judge  (at  conclusion  of  the  trial)  — 
Not  guilty ;  the  case  is  dismissed. 


Coalblack — Boss, 
return  the  chickens? 


does    I 
—The 


have    to 
Pointer. 


Optical  Illusion 

Irate  Customer — Here ;  look  what 
you  did ! 

Laundryman — I  can't  see  anything 
wrong  with  that  lace. 

Irate  Customer — Lace?  That  was 
a  sheet. 

— Tiger. 

*  *       * 

A  Pregnant  Phrase 
While  it,  is  not  known  positively,  the 
suspicion  is  strong  that  the  phrase  Un- 
told Wealth  was  coined  immediately 
after  the  first  income-tax  law  was  writ- 
ten. 

— Kamloops    Sentinel. 

*  *       * 

Not  Always  to   Blame 

Getting  wrong  numbers  over  the 
telephone  is  not  always  the  fault  of  the 
operator.  Faulty  enunciation  is  more 
often  to  blame.  This  incident  illus- 
trates one  of  the  difficulties  an  opera- 
tor has  to  overcome  in  answering  calls: 

An  Englishman  speaks  over  the  tele- 
phone : 

"Yes,  this  is  Mr.  'Arrison.  What, 
you  can't  'ear?  This  is  Mr.  'Arrison — 
haitch,  hay,  two  hars,  a  hi,  a  hess,  a 
ho  and  hen — 'Arrison." 

— Telephone  Review. 

*  *       * 
Regrettable  Delay 

No  doubt  a  cynic  is  all  right  in  his 
place,  but  he  never  goes  there  until  he 
dies. 

— Ottawa  Citizen. 


A  New  Beauty 

A  fascinating  complex- 
ion  glowing  with   radi- 
ant beauty.    No  messy 
treatments,   the    results 
are    immediate.  An  ap- 
pearance that  will  be  the  ad- 
miration of  your  friends    is 
awaiting     you.       Made    in 
white,  flesh,  rachel.  1 

Send  loc.  for  Trial  Site 
F.T.  HopkJni  &  Son  Montreal 

GoURAUDS 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 


Apprenez 
le  Francais 
au  moyen 
du  Phono- 
graphe 

Tn  learning  to  speak  French,  the  two  essential 
requirements  are  repetition  by  the  teacher  and 
imitation  by  the  student  of  the  sounds  and 
inflections  peculiar  to  the  language. 

Put  a  record  on  your  phonograph — hold  your 
textbook  before  you — and  listen.  You  hear  the 
voice  of  a  cultured  French  professor — the  correct 
inflection— the  correct  accent — you  learn  to 
understand  and  speak  French  from  hearing  it 
spoken. 

The  study  of  fifty  lessons,  covering  an  exten- 
sive vocabulary  of  words,  phrases  and  conversa- 
tion, logically  arranged  grammar  and  composi- 
tion, and  the  preparation  of  exercises  for  ex- 
amination by  competent  instructors  ensures  a 
thorough  mastery  of  the  language. 

Write  for  48-page  Booklet 
"French  and  Spanish  made  Easy" 

INTERNATIONAL  CORRESPONDENCE  SCHOOLS 
CANADIAN,  LIMITED 


Dept.  1985B 


Montreal,  Canada 


affords 

benefit  as  well 

as  pleasure. 

Healthful  exercise  for  the  teeth 
and  a  spur  to  digestion.  A  long* 
lasting  refreshment,  soothing  to 
nerves  and  stomach. 

The  World  Famous 
Sweetmeat,  untouched 
by    hands,   full   of 
flavor. 
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REO       Series 


SEDAN 


-Generously  dimensioned  for  five 
adult  passengers. 

-Four-door  roominess  and  con- 
venience. 

-Six-cylinder,  fifty  horse-power 
engine. 

-Mounted  on  the  standard   120- 
inch  Reo  double-frame  chassis. 

-New  modish  design;  clean  grace- 
ful lines. 

-Smart  two- tone  color  scheme. 


-Richly  upholstered  and  durably 
finished. 

-Four  genuine  full-size  balloon 
tires  on  steel  disc  wheels. 

-New  and  improved  gas  and  spark 
control. 

-Cleanly  arranged  front  compart- 
ment, with  the  exclusive  Reo 
Safety  Control. 

-Cluster  assembly  of  instruments 
on  a  richly  finished  nickeled  pan- 
el, located  on  walnut  finished 
board. 


REO    MOTOR    CAR    COMPANY    OF    CANADA,    Limited 


Windsor,   Ontario 
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October 

The  summer  hotel  is  closed  now 

And  the  pavilion  where  nightly  the  banjos  twanged, 

And  the  couples  passed  shuffle-shuffle  under  the  colored 

lights 
Is  boarded  up. 

The  natives  used  to  come  down  on  moonlit  nights 
And  poke  fun  at  the  dressed  up  city  folk, 
Crazy  intruders   .... 

The  chilly  wind  off  the  lake  whistles  there  now, 
And  the  farmer's  daughter  whose  derisive  mocking 
Amused  the  yokels 


Passes  there  on  her  way  to  the  pasture, 
And  she  looks  back  at  the  empty  pavilion 
A  little  wistfully. 

— /.    E.    McD. 

*  *       * 

Young  man  in  street-car  (handing  her  vanity  case  to 
the  pretty  young  thing  that  has  dropped  it)  :  Keep  that 
school-girl  complexion. 

*  *       * 

There  is  no  truth  in  the  rumor  that  a  newspaper  is  about 
to  be  started  by  Doctor  Cone,  James  A.  Stillman,  and  a 
group  of  Egyptologists. 


Kind  Motorist  (having  given  old  lady  a  lift  for  eight  miles)  .-"Where  shall  I  drop  you?" 
Dame:    "Dearie  me,  I  were  a-goin    t'other  way,  but   I  didn't  like  to  'url  yer  feelin's!" 
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Passenger :  "Driver!  Driver!  Have  you  taken  leave  of  your  senses?" 

Taxi-driver:  "Not  yet,  but  I  reckon  I  will  at  the  next  corner — the  brakes  have  gone  bust!" 


Candid 

S;gn  on  local  dry  goods  store: 

FIRE  SALE!    FIRE  SALE! 
Finkle   scores   again ! 


A  Virginia  Creeper 


Ochone ! 

"Good  afternoon,  Mrs.  Finnigan,  sure  an'  I  just  passed 
your  old  man  comin'  down  the  road.  It's  no  wonder  ye 
love  him  it's  such  a  fine  lookin'  man  that  he  is!" 

"Ach,  Danny  Hogan !  It's  the  flattering  tongue  the 
divil  has  put  into  your  head  that'll  be  the  ruination  of  ye 
yit!" 

"Arragh,  Mrs.  Finnigan,  an'  why  shouldn't  he  be  a  fine 
lookin'  man  with  a  wife  that's  the  prettiest  in  the  town, 
as  who  doesn't  know  it?" 

"You're  a  fine  man,  Dan  Hogan,  to  be  standing  there 
with  your  good  looks  an'  your  blarney  carryin'  on  so  to  a 
poor  woman  that's  man  is  always  away  at  the  saloons  from 
now  till  supper  time." 

"Ye  don't  tell  me,  Mrs.   Finnigan!    An'  here's  myself 
would  sooner  be  sipping  some  o'  that  tea  you'll  be  makin 
than  all  the  beer  that's  ever  brewed." 

"Would  ye  care  for  a  cup?" 

"Well,  I  might  at  that." 

"Ye'll  have  to  be  quick  about  it  for  that  husband  of 
mine  may  be  comin'  back  at  this  moment,  an'  him  that 
jealous,  the  owl-face!" 

"Sure,  then,  I  think  I'll  be  on  my  way  then,  for  if  I 
should  see  his  ugly  face  it  would  spoil  my  appetite  entirely, 
so  it  would.    Good  day  to  ye,  Mrs.  Finnigan." 

"Good  day,  Mr.  Hogan!" 

— Stephen  Moon. 
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4  i  lS=> 


Very  Grown-up   Young  Person:    Say,  Nurse,  before  I  give  it  to  Irene,  should  I 
explain  that  of  course  doctors  bring  them  in  a  bag? 


_©> 


^ttct    site  DID! 


7.46 — Tries  to  teach  dog  to  beg. 

8.05 — Gives   it   up. 

8.23 — Arrives  at  store. 

9.06 — Arrives  home  with  bacon. 

9.07. — Mother   flays   him   with  bread   knife. 

— Alden   Daniels. 


5.30  p.m. — Mother:  Now,  Johnny,  run  down  to  the 
store  for  a  pound  of  butter  and  if  you're  not 
back  by  six  o'clock  I'll  skin  you  alive. 

5.31 — Johnny  departs. 

5.33 — Finds  a  funny  looking  stone.    Examines  it. 

5.39 — Hears  fire  reels  in  the  distance.   Investigates. 

5.48 — Finds  scene  of  fire,  all  out. 

5.50 — Inquires  about  it. 

6.30 — Gets  into  argument  about  who  ever  saw  the 
biggest  fire. 

6.40 — Settles  argument,  during  which  trousers,  stock- 
ings, etc.,  become  rather  torn. 

6.50 — Tries  to  remember  what  he  was  sent  for. 

6.59 — Tries  harder. 

7.05 — Remembers  it  was  eggs. 

7. 1  3 — Stands  watching  drunken  man  trying  to  light 
his  pipe. 

7.45 — Discovers  strange  dog. 

1  AbYi — Adopts  same. 


"in  1930 

Air  Cop:  "What  the  deuce  do  you  mean  by  driving  at 
the  inter-continental  level?" 


6 


G9BLIN 


£y  CMf.V-  StoKej. 


THE  DOORMAN 
Gee,  more  suckers!  And  pickled, 
too.  Where  do  they  get  it?  This  way, 
sir.  You  poor  fat  bum,  she's  stringing 
you.  Here's  a  whole  flock  of  'em  at 
once;  what's  the  big  event  inside  to- 
night, I  wonder?  I  never  go  inside  to 
see.  Hullo,  here's  the  boss'  pet  boot- 
legger; Night,  sir!  Still  keepin'  that 
job  fer  me?  Someone  goin'  already? 
Taxi,  sir?  Oh,  keep  your  tip!  I  hope 
the  dame  catches  pneumonia — she 
prob'ly  will  in  them  duds.  Some 
chemise!  This  way,  sir! 

THE  CHECK  ROOM  GIRL 
Hund'  two,  sir.  Gee,  Mame,  lem- 
me  that  lipstick — a  guy  ogled  me. 
Hun'  three!  Rotten  dress  that  guy's 
woman's  wearin' — musta  made  it  her- 
self outa  the  paper  pattern  book. 
Homely  enough  to  be  his  wife.  Guys 
with  wives  some  novelty,  I'll  tell  the 
world.  Ladies'  dressin'  room  over 
there,  miss.  Here's  your  check,  sir. 
Hundr'n  four.  Wonder  what  was 
eatin'  Ma  at  supper  t'night?  If  she 
don'  like  my  perfession,  at  least  she 
needn't  live  on  it.  Here's  a  dime  tip, 
Mame.  Check — hund'  five.  Rubbers, 
too?  Looks  like  a  dick.  Here's  a 
bunch  of  college  boys.  No  bouquets 
waitin'  for  them  inside — not  enough 
dough.  Hun'  six — Hun'  seven — Hun' 
eight — Hun'  nine.  "Kyou"  As  I 
live,     my     ol'     friend     Whooziz,     lit 


to  the  eyebrows.  Wall  Street  musta 
rose  to-day.  Say,  Mama,  didn't  I 
ask  you  for  that  there  lipstick? 

THE  WAITER 
A  "cup  of  tea,"  sir?  Oh  yes,  I 
getya.  Well,  p'raps.  What's  this 
other  bird  worth?  Thought  so — cof- 
fee and  chicken  sandwich.  Why  does 
Henri  give  me  all  the  cheap  skates? 
Must  be  a  convention  in  town,  all 
them  cheap  skates  at  once.  Hello, 
here  comes  that  half-dressed  flapper 
again.  Got  a  new  sucker  to-night.  A 
ring-side  seat.  Well,  you  gotta  ask 
the  head  waiter.  When  do  I  get  my 
commish'  on  Henri's  rake-off  on  this 
ring-side  stuff?  That  there  bird's  try- 
in'  to  put  it  over  her  he's  a  smart 
Aleck  round  town,  knowin'  the  head 
waiter's  first  name  an'  ever'thin.'  Poor 
simp,  he  ain't  wise  she  comes  here 
ev'ry  night  with  a  different  guy.  Won- 
der if  that  chef's  got  my  chicken 
sandwich  made  yet?  Your  bill  added 
wrong?   Le's  see. 

THE  ORCHESTRA  LEADER 

More  bald  heads  than  ever.     Boss 

ought   to   be   happy.     The   older   they 

are,    the    more    dough.     What's    'at? 

Play  somethin'   by   request?   I'm   sick 


A  most  peculiar  Esquimau, 
Sal  on  art  iceberg  chilly; 

It  froze  him  in  the  place  he  sal. 
Which  seems  to  us  quite  silly. 


to  death  of  this  jazz;  it's  crampin'  my 
style.  Look  at  that  waiter  bilk  that 
drunk  stiff.  The  dirty  swab!  Wonder 
how  little  Jimmie  is  to-night;  if  I 
c'd  get  a  job  on  a  farm  where  he'd 
get  plenty  of  fresh  milk — "Dead  Cod- 
fish Fox  Trot?"  Sure!  Cripes!  What 
will  they  want  next?  Why  can't  I  get 
a  chance  to  play  real  music  sometimes? 
Lord,  what  a  stink  of  violets!  I'm 
gonna  write  a  piece  myself  one  of 
these  days,  an'  call  it  "Love  in  a 
Cabaret."  Yep,  a  waltz — full  of 
sloppy  stuff  about  the  lovelight  in  your 
eyes.  Get  famous,  too.  Ready,  boys? 
"Dead  Codfish."  Lots  of  that 
comedy     stuff,     Dickie.      Now — let's 


1924 


"Billy,  old  thing,  haven  I  I  learned  to  drive  quickly?" 

"Rather!    We  did  the  last  two  miles  in  about  two  minutes  flat!" 
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Imported 

'  'Ow  does  they  expect  us  to  git  work  when  they  floods  the  country  with  foreign  goods?" 
"That's  what  I  says, — why,  even  the  bloomin    war  trophies  are  'Made  in  Germany' !" 


@_ 
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T4m>  Iiifi?  o£ifa&Va#ty 

The  Life  of  the  Party  was  strangely  dejected. 

You  see,  it  was  the  day  following  the  evening  of  the 
Party. 

And  with  knitted  brow,  he  stared  sullenly  into  space. 

To  say  the  least  he  was  irritated. 

Yet  how  amusing  he  had  been  just  a  few  hours  before! 

Especially  when  he  turned  somersaults  down  the  stair- 
case, and  landed  in  the  goldfish  aquarium. 

And  used  the  crystal  chandelier  as  a  flying  trapeze. 

And  performed  juggling  feats  with  the  Sevres  service  and 
cut-glass  ware. 

And  executed  a  clog  on  the  key-board  of  the  piano. 

And  upset  the  lobster  into  the  organ. 

And  hurled  caviar  pates  at  the  violinist. 

And  pushed  old  man  Vanderrick  into  the  fountain. 

And  threw  the  side-board  clean  through  the  window. 

But  all  that  belonged  to  the  past,  and  the  Life  of  the 
Party  frowned  the  blackest  of  frowns. 

For  on  the  table,  at  his  side,  lay  a  curt  note  from  his 
hostess  containing  a  bill  for  damages  to  the  tune  of 
$12,470.50. 

The  Life  of  the  Party  was  strangely  dejected. 


Question    Box 

Dear  Ed. : 

I  have  made  a  bet  with  my  next  door  neighbour 
on  the  coming  elections.  If  I  win,  he  will  have  to 
attend  church  in  his  pyjamas.  If  I  lose,  I  will  have 
to  eat  my  straw  hat  with  cream  and  sugar.  My  doctor 
advises  me  that  eating  my  hat  will  give  me  indigestion. 
What  shall  I  do? 

Answer:  Cover  yourself  by  placing  a  similar  bet 
on  the  other  candidate. 

Tragedy  Around  Us 


Unfortunate  axle  tightener  who  missed  a  car  at  the 
Ford  plant. 
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~tto±e  Ev&tentiity  Types 


Jack  Louder 

I  AM    red-headed    and    weigh    close    to 
two  hundred. 
I  am  the  noisy  boy  around  the  house. 
At  seven  every  morning  the  brothers  hear 
me  shouting  at  the  top  of  my  lungs 
in  the  bathroom, 
And  think  I  am  taking  an  ice-cold  plunge. 
As   a   matter   of   fact  it's   the   hot  water   tap   they   hear 

running. 
I  make  it  a  rule  to  kick  about  the  meals, 
The  house  furniture,  the  appearance  of  the  steward,  the 
front  lawn,  the  refreshments  at  the  tea  dance  and 
the  general  sloppiness  of  things. 
Few  of  the  brothers  know  that  I  never  saw  a  boiled  shirt 
till  I  came  East. 


r 


Marty  Collins 

"M  THE  life  of  the  house; 
Without  me  fraternity  life  would  be  a 
dull  affair. 
I'm  the  one  that  apple-pies  the  beds 
And  leaves  the  Zoo  phone  number  to  be 
called. 
I  have  a  never  failing  line  of  little  stunts 
To  brighten  things  up. 

The  night  of  the  Big  Blowout  after  the  exams. 
It  was  I  who  hid  all  the  liquor. 
The  next  night  I  came  home 
And  found  my  bed  out  on  the  roof. 
Some  fellows  have  no  sense  of  humor. 


Bill  Stevens 

I'M   THE  ladies'  man  deluxe; 
1  I  admit  it. 

In  the  winter  evenings,  when  the  smold- 
ering embers  suggest  brotherly  con- 
fidences, 
I  enjoy  hinting  to  freshmen 
About  my  amazingly  romantic  past. 
My    room    is    decorated    with   a    flock   of    autographed 

photos, 
Which   is   easy   if  you   beg  every   girl   you   know  even 

slightly  for  one. 
Most  of  them  are  too  flattered  to  refuse. 
You  get  a  lot  of  rebuffs 
But  think  of  the  photos  you  get. 
I  never  bring  a  girl  to  the  dance; 
I'm  a  wise  guy! 

Hal  Stover 

1  'M  taking  a  post-graduate  course  after 

being  out  of  college  for  ten  years. 
I  always  make  the  same  speech  at  every 

banquet 
And  tell  about  the  days  when  the  house 
was  over  on  Tracy  Street, 
And  how  the  brothers  used  to  have  to  give  up  their  Sat- 
urday afternoon  fussing  at  a  moment's  notice  to  pay 
the  rent. 
I  lament  the  modern  decadence  whenever  my  opinion  is 

asked  on  any  subject. 
And  often  when  it  isn't. 
In  the  evenings  when  the  lads  (who  have  all  degenerated 

into  jazz  hounds)   are  out  stepping 
I  play  solitaire 
And  wish  I  was  out  with  them. 


Bones  Davis 


I  WEAR  a  sad  countenance 
* 


The  brothers  think  I  have  been  crossed 
in  love 
And  am  being  pursued  by  some  adven- 
turess. 
Several  times   a  week  a   feminine  voice 
asks  for  me  on  the  telephone. 
It  looks  suspicious. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  it's  the  accountant  at  the  laundry. 

Avery  Jones 

TOURING  the  rushing  season  I  bring 

a  lot  of  strange  birds  around  to  lunch. 

At  the  chapter  meetings  I  hotly  defend 

them 
Insisting  that  it's  not  the  family,  but  the 
man  that  counts. 
I  insinuate  that  the  rest  of  the  house  are  a  bunch  of  snobs. 
I  don't  really  like  my  hand-picked  dock-hands  myself. 
But  I  love  an  argument. 

Sid  Fisher 

AT  CHAPTER  meetings  I  sit  with 

disdain  on  my  face 
Listening     to     the     brothers     proposing 

freshmen 
Who   played    hockey    at    U.C.C.,    who 
were  the  best  line  plungers  at  S. 
S.A.C.  and  were  cave  men  at  X.Y.Z. 
Some  day  I'm  going  to  propose  a  physical  wreck. 
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"Look  what's  coming  out  of  the  telephone  box. 

I  bet  he  was  just  in  his  prime  when  he  asked 
for  his  number!" 
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^fje  Ration's  Bestinp 


To  many,  the  announcement  that  a  Federal  Election 
would  be  held  in  October  of  this  year  came  as  a  distinct 
surprise.  It  was  felt  in  many  quarters  that  Premier  King's 
Government  had  given  such  a  poor  account  of  itself  that, 
as  in  the  cases  of  the  New  Brunswick  and  Nova  Scotia 
Governments,  it  was  merely  a  matter  of  waiting  until  the 
time  of  the  election  should  come  to  replace  the  Liberals 
with  their  opponents.  People  of  such  a  way  of  thinking 
naturally  found  difficulty  in  believing  that  Premier  King 
would  bring  on  an  election  when  it  seemed  to  them  that 
such  a  course  would  merely  deprive  him  and  his  Government 
of  an  extra  year  of  office,  which  he  might  still  have  by 
merely  sitting  tight.  Now,  however,  when  the  election  is 
actually  scheduled  for  so  early  a  date,  feeling  has  begun 
to  run  high  with  regard  to  the  issues  involved.  It  seems 
possible  that  this  election  will  be  fought  on  a  ground  differ- 
ent from  that  of  any  previous  political  battle;  that  is,  on 
the  ground  of  what  people  believe  Canada's  destiny  to  be. 

If  your  conception  of  Canada  is  that  of  a  great  agri- 
cultural country,  trading  its  produce  for  the  manufactured 


goods  of  other  lands,  then  your  position  is  undoubtedly  with 
Premier  King's  Liberal  forces. 

If,  on  the  other  hand,  your  conception  of  this  Dominion 
is  that  of  a  nation,  independent,  possessing  industrial  centres, 
self-sustaining,  then  you  can  hardly  do  otherwise  than  sup- 
port the  Conservatives,  the  only  people  whose  real  aim  it 
is  to  unify  Canada  in  such  a  way  that  it  will  eventually  be 
more  than  a  loosely  tied  bundle  of  provinces  with  divergent 
interests,  which  it  is  at  present. 

Perhaps  you  think  it  is  going  to  be  no  light  task  to  make 
Canada  a  more  or  less  self-sustaining  nation.  Perhaps  you 
think  it  will  be  impossible.  Perhaps  you  are  right.  At  any 
rate,  if  such  is  your  opinion,  it  would  be  very  foolish  for 
you  to  cast  your  vote  for  the  Conservatives  and  their  policy 
which  you  consider  an  extravagant  waste  of  time. 

Briefly,  matters  stand  thus.  If  you  believe  Canada  has 
a  future  as  an  independent  self-supporting  industrial  unity 
of  the  British  Empire,  then  you  can  hardly  do  otherwise 
than  cast  your  vote  for  a  Conservative  candidate.  If  you 
believe  anything  else,  your  vote  belongs  to  the  Liberals. 

—K.C. 


College  Reopens 

Greeting  the  pals,  and  being  remind- 
ed of  last  year's  debts  .  .  .  The  dis- 
mal revelation  that  the  table  at  your 
boarding  house  is  even  worse  than  you 
remembered  it  being  .  .  .  The  tact- 
fully broken  news  that  your  best  girl 
is  engaged  to  a  bond  salesman  who 
owns  a  Stutz  .  .  .  The  discovery  that 
moths  have  been  making  merry  in  your 
dress  clothes  .  .  .  The  other  fellows' 
gaudy  stories  of  their  lucrative  and  ro- 
mantic vacation  employments,  and  the 
memory  of  your  own  unremunerative 
and  degrading  toil  .  .  .  The  campus 
Casanova's  detailed  account  of  his 
eleven  conquests  in  Muskoka  .  .  . 
Casual  references  (once  every  five 
minutes)  by  the  scions  of  wealthy 
houses,  to  their  visits  to  London,  Paris, 
Vienna  .  .  .  Alarming  insomnia  dur- 
ing the  first  few  attendances  .  .  . 
Endless  discussion  of  football  pros- 
pects by  the  inexpert  .  .  .  Depression 
caused  by  the  grotesque  appearance 
and  manners  of  the  freshmen  .  .  . 
Pencil  calculations  on  the  back  of  an 
envelope,  the  heartbreaking  attempt  to 
balance  capital  and  income  against 
probable  expenditure  .  .  .  The  re- 
solve to  cut  down  on  cigarettes,  cut  out 
booze,  and  study  .  .  .  The  imminent 
fall  of  sere  leaves  .    .    .  Despondency. 

—E.L.M.B. 

*      *      * 

Motoring  Advice 

I  bought  a  second  hand  flivver.  I 
parked  it  on  a  main  street  for  five 
minutes.  When  I  came  back  it  was 
full  of  pamphlets,  circulars,  blotters 
and  tracts.  Surely,  I  thought  someone 
has  mistaken  my  chariot  for  a  civic 
waste  paper  receptacle.  I  bought  a  new 
car.  The  finish  on  it  was  strong  and 
as  shiny  as  a  mirror.  But  the  fairies 
filled  it  with  advertisements  of  car 
painters.  I  have  now  a  regular  letter 
box  on  the  side.  It  saves  me  the 
trouble  of  sweeping  out  the  floor  of 
the  car  as  the  litter  box  is  easily  emp- 
tied over  the  fire  every  evening. 

Hobbies 

All  great  men  have  hobbies.  They 
collect  everything  from  honorary  de- 
grees to  dandruff.  Some  even  attempt 
to  collect  their  thoughts.  They  don't 
often  succeed.    I  know  one  man  who 
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died  of  a  broken  heart.  His  brother 
collected  butterflies  and  pinned  them 
on  cards.  He  wanted  to  do  the  same 
with  elephants.  He  broke  down  under 
the  strain,  after  searching  three  years 
for  a  pin  large  enough. 

I  have  collected  many  things.  I 
started  with  pennies  and  ended  up  with 
bills — unpaid  bills.  I  have  quite  a  col- 
lection. But  now  I  have  a  new  hobby 
— the  most  fascinating  I  have  ever 
found.  I  have  started  a  collection  of 
the  cracks  in  defective  sidewalks. 
Think  of  the  human  interest  there — 
of  all  the  quaint  and  terrible  stories 
that  can  be  told  as  the  intricate  little 
cracks  are  taken  out  of  their  plush- 
lined  boxes  and  exhibited  to  the  as- 
tounded critics!  It  has  the  collection 
of  rug  wrinkles  beaten  to  a  frazzle. 
There  is  no  human  interest  there.  But 
just  think  of  saying: 

"Here  is  an  interesting  little  crack 
— notice  the  fine  lines — and  the  ex- 
pression of  calm  repose  and  work  well 
done  upon  the  large,  central  hole.  I 
picked  that  up  one  morning  about  three 
a.m.  I  slipped  and  fell — Oh,  quite  by 
accident,  I  assure  you.  I  had  no 
thought  of  adding  further  to  my  col- 
lection  at  the   time.     But  when   I   got 
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up — there  was  as  perfect  a  little  crack 
as  you  ever  saw.  My  head  struck 
right  here,"  pointing,  with  a  half- 
caress  and  a  reminiscent  little  smile, 
"Luckily,  I  was  unhurt,  and  pounced 
upon  the  crack  before  it  could  slink 
off — Put  it  in  my  vest  pocket — and, 
gentlemen,  here  it  is!" 

Here  the  hand  is  waved  triumphant- 
ly and  all  the  auditors  gasp  with  ap- 
preciation at  the  momentous  contribu- 
tion to  scientific  lore.  Oh,  yes  — 
cracks  in  defective  silewalks  are  won- 
derful things  to  collect.  You  should 
try  it. 

— W.K.Z.,  Jr. 
*       *       * 

The  Value  of  Contrast 

I  delight  in  the  society  of  others 
.  .  .  at  teas,  at  dinners,  at  dances 
...  I  adore  the  glitter  of  cut-glass 
and  silverware,  and  the  sparkle  of 
lights  and  mirrors.  Especially  am  I 
diverted  by  the  "small  talk"  of  the 
supper  table.  I  find  it  most  amusing. 
Yet  I  feel  sure  that  I  enjoy  these  super- 
ficialities because  they  invariably 
make  an  evening  spent  alone  so  in- 
tensely interesting. 

—CCS. 


Studc:    "What  the  deuce  are  you  doing?" 

Stewed:   "Staying  up  over  Nietzsche,  dear  boy,  like  the  Professor  said." 
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Omnibus  Driver:  "Nah  then — this  airil  the  place  ier  practise  obstacle  ricing,  male." 


Verse  and  Worse 

When  Beatrice  wore  a  crinoline 
Some  fifty  years  ago, 
Her  timid  toe  was  sometimes  seen 
By  keen  eyed  swains.    And  so 
Much  verse  was  written  to  the  grace 
With  which  it  showed  below  the  lace. 

Her  lovely  daughter  Beatrice  Two, 
Wore  skirts  that  swept  the  ground. 
And  those  she  bound  as  she  did  do 
All  who  used  to  hang  around, 
Wrote  lyrics  to  her  ankles'  mold, 
Which  showed  when  she  was  extra  bold. 

But  times  have  changed,  and  nowadays 
The  man  who'd  make  a  hit 
Must  see  to  it,  that,  like  his  gaze, 
His  lays  move  up  a  bit. 

And  so  on  land  and  on  the  seas 

He  sings  the  praises  of  Bea's  knees. 

Bea  is  bad,  demoralizing, 

Oh  so  the  prudes  all  say. 

But  life  would  be  unappetising 

Did  I  not  see  her  every  day. 

I  like  her  well,  and,  what  is  more, 

I  hope  to  see  dear  Beatrice  Four.      — G.   W.  H. 


'What  are  yer  goin    to  do  when  ye  get  out  West?" 

'Take  up  land." 

'How  much?" 

'About  a  shovelful  at  a  time." 


G9BLIN 


15 


On   Letter  Writing 

By  Haliburiort  Moon 

A  few  thousand  years  ago  writing 
a  letter  was  an  undertaking  accorded 
due  recognition  of  importance.  It  was 
not  entered  upon  hastily  or  without 
thought.  To  begin  with,  a  nice,  suit- 
able flat  rock  had  to  be  found;  then, 
after  it  had  been  cleaned  and  polished, 
the  letter  writer  would  require  .about 
three  days  to  chip  out  his  message 
upon  its  surface.  This  would  be  done 
with  an  instrument  about  as  suitable 
for  the  purpose  as  would  be  a  modern 
ice  pick  if  it  were  made  of  second  rate 
bronze. 

The  modern  business  man  growls, 
"Miss  Robinson,  w'yuh  take  a  letter," 
and  jerks  out  a  few  sentences  punctu- 
ated by  "ers,"  "ahs"  and  "no,  change 
thats."  A  few  minutes  later  he  scrib- 
bles his  signature  and  the  thing  is 
done. 

The  craft  of  letter-writing  has  been 
greatly  cheapened.  A  hundred  years 
ago,  in  the  quill  pen  era,  it  was  still 
an  art.  To  day  the  typewriter  has 
made  it  a  trade,  and,  oh,  my  Lord 
Chesterfield,  some  of  the  pliers  of  this 
trade! 

The  most  poisonous  combination  is  a 
man  with  a  genius  for  confused  dicta- 
tion and  a  stenographer  lacking  punc- 
tuational  sense.  Their  team-work  in- 
variably produces  something  like  this: 

Silas  S.  Sockhound, 

1994  Temple  Bldg., 

Toronto. 
Dear  Mr.  Sockhound: 

With  regard  to  your  inquiry  as  to 
whether  or  not  we  are  going  to  accept 

An  Inside  Story 


"What's  it  say,  Joe?1' 

"Oh,  it's  one  o'  them  spirit  places.    It  says:  'Mrs.  Ryatz,  Spirit  an 
'ell  concerts  'ere'!" 


Bore:  Did  I  ever  tell  you  about 
my  operation? 

Artful  Dodger:  How  can  you? — 
you   were   unconscious. 


the  tender  for  1 ,000  wash-tubs  which 
you  so  kindly  sent  us  last  week  or  not. 
I  might  say  that  these  have  been  placed 
over  our  heads  with  another  "firm  by 
the  New  York  office,  while  I  regret 
this  step.  Under  the  circumstances  I 
feel  that  though  your  tubs  were  slightly 
lower  than  the  others  offered  it  may 
and  remembering  that  we  have  placed 
four  orders  with  you  in  the  course  of 
the  last  six  months  I  am  sure  you  will 
concur  in  this  view  be  a  wise  move  to 
place  an  order  elsewhere,  at  this  time 
I  am, 

Yours  sincerely, 

E.  P.  Biggie. 

EPB/KL 

The  telegraphic  style  supplies  an- 
other interesting  example  of  the  modern 
art  of  letter-writing.  "Pep  and  Pith 
in  every  paragraph"  are  achieved  by 
the  wholesale  use  of  abbreviations  and 
the  greatest  possible  economy  in  word- 


ing.    A  letter  in  this  style  runs  some- 
what in  this  fashion: 

M.  M.  Mugg,  Esq., 

8000  Confed'n  Life  Bldg. 

City. 
Dear  Mr.  Mugg: 

Yrs.  30th.  ult.  reed.  Would  state 
no  action  yet  taken  in  this  matter.  Am 
at  loss  to  understand  why  have  not 
heard  from  Eng.  before  this  in  re  this 
matter.  Expect  to  leave  for  N.  Y.  this 
p.m.,  but  will  phone  you  on  return. 
Would  say  matter  will  be  cleared  up 
immediately  on  receipts  of  advices  from 
Eng. 

Y'rs  etc., 
L.  L.  Lugg. 

Worse,  however,  than  either  of  the 
above  is  another  type ;  the  inspiration 
writer,  whose  personality  intrudes  up- 
on his  every  production,  turns  out,  in 
answer  to  a  letter  demanding  payment 

(Continued  on  page  42) 
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"Mother  thinks  because  you're  an  actor  that  you  re  effeminate." 
"Well,  I  suppose  I  am,  compared  to  your  mother." 


Omnia  Vincit 

"Perseverance,  perspicuity,  perspiration,"  declaimed  the 
lecturer.  "Utilize  those  three  forces  and  you  will  be  a 
success  in  life." 

George  left  the  lecture  hall  in  a  mild  fever  of  enthusiasm. 
He  was  longing  for  an  immediate  opportunity  to  be  success- 
ful. At  the  corner  he  found  that  he  had  just  missed  a 
car.  Then  he  saw  that  here  was  a  chance  for  practical 
application  of  the  lecturer's  rule  for  success.  Fired  by  the 
determination  to  get  the  car,  he  realized  that  by  going  down 
a  side  alley  he  could  reach  its  next  stopping  place  more 
quickly  than  by  traversing  the  crowded  street.  He  ran  all 
the  way  and  arrived  at  the  white  painted  pole  with  beads 
of  dampness  standing  out  upon  his  forehead,  almost  simul- 
taneous with  the  car. 

Through  Perseverance,  Perspicuity  and  Perspiration  he 
had  succeeded. 

The  conductor  threw  open  the  door.  "This  car  is  only 
going  down  half  a  block  to  the  barns,"  he  said. 

— K.  C. 

*      *      * 

Revised  Version 

"It  has  occurred  to  me  at  various  times,"  said  the  pro- 
fessor, "that  a  great  many  of  the  phrases  in  current  usage 
actually  have  no  basis  of  fact  whatever.  Take,  for  in- 
stance,   that   well-known   one,    'All   roads   lead   to    Rome.' 


That  is  quite  absurd,  for  we  know  quite  well  that  all  roads 
do  not  lead  to  Rome." 

"That's  right,  papa,"  replied  his  daughter,  "As  a  matter 
of  fact,  all  Rhodes  lead  to  Oxford." 

Tragedy  Around  Us 


The  susceptible  freshman  who  asked  three  girls 
to   the  Rugby  Dance. 
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Reverend  Gentleman:  "Ah,  on  your  way  to  church  this  morning,  I  presume." 
Spud:  "Yessir,  and  if  you'd  be  so  kind  as  to  tell  Mr.  Ed.  Smiff  as  Dad  wanted  him 
to  come  down  to  make  a  fourth  at  a  game  of  poker  it  would  save  me  the  walk." 


The  Baseball  Talkers 

A  umpire's  got  a  pipe  of  a  job, 
ain't  he,  Pete? 

You  said  it,  George. 

Look  at  that  mutt  out  there  now! 
Did  you  see  that?  Safe  a  mile  and 
that  wise  cracker  out  there  says,  out. 
Can  you  beat  it,  he's  left  his  tin  cup 


The  Kid — "I'm  never  going  to  see 
her  again." 

The  Kidder — "Why,  did  her  old 
man  drive  you  away?" 

The  Kid — 'Wo,  the  ambulance 
man!" 


and  sign  behind!   Boo!  And  they  say 
these  games  aren't  fixed! 

You  said  it,  George. 

Say,  will  you  look  at  that  clown! 
Three  strikes  and  the  pitcher's  only 
put  two  balls  over  the  plate.  EEYOW ! 
Can  him! 

You  said  it,  George. 

If  that  bozo  keeps  on  like  that  it 
looks  like  he  ain't  gonna  live  long. 
Jes'  let  him  pull  one  more  like  that; 
jes'  let  him,  thassall ! 

They'd  oughter  crown  him,  eh 
George? 

Say  what  the' — Hey,  gimme  that 
pop  bottle  I'll  separate  that  dumbell 
from  his  collar  button.  Wow;  Jes' 
missed  him! 

Good  game,  eh,  Pete! 

You  said  it,  George. 

Holy  mackerel,  looka  that!  Kill 
him!  that  ump!  Hey  who  threw  that 
bottle?  Jes'  missed  me  by  an  inch.  A 
guy  oughter  be  more  careful  with  his 
aim.  Liable  to  hurt  somebody.  Hey, 
buddy,  live  an'  let  live,  eh,  Pete? 

You  said  it,  George. 

— Alden  Daniels. 


Headlines  I  Have  Not  Yet  Seen 

U.  S.  ARRANGES  ENORMOUS 

LOAN  FROM   FRANCE 

AND  ROUMANIA 

*  *  * 

DAVID    LLOYD   GEORGE 

COMPLETES  CHANNEL 

SWIM 

*  *  * 

ANGRY  MOB  PROTESTS 

AGAINST  OPENING  NEW 

TORONTO  STATION 

*  *  * 

OVERPRODUCTION    IN 
MINES  BRINGS  GLUTTED 
COAL    MARKET 

*  *  * 

SLAYS  OVERCHARGING 
TAXI     DRIVER— WILL 
PLEAD  UNWRITTEN  LAW 

*  *  * 

FLORIDA  REALTORS 
TO  CONVENE  IN  SAN 
FRANCISCO  NEXT  YEAR 

*  *  * 

CANADIAN     MANUFACTUR- 
ERS ASSOC.  ENDORSE  KING 
— MEIGHEN    TO    JOIN    CAB- 
INET— MILLENNIUM 
EXPECTED 
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:A  Barleycorn  Baflad 

£  tnwE  -  "lord  gioffery  amherst 

(Tune:   "Lord  Geoffery  Amherst") 
John  Barleycorn  was  always  in  some  sort  of  row 
And  some  said  he  ought  to  be  hung. 
So  a  lot  of  prohibitionists  conspired  as  to  how 
They  could  capture  him  and  bing  him  on  the  bung. 

Oh  Johnny !  Brave  Johnny !  We  thought  by  now  that 
he'd  be  dead   and  gone! 

We  were  all  very  sorrowful  till  we  discovered  they 
could  not  kill  John. 

Oh,  they  beat  him  up  with  by-laws, 

Provincial  acts   and  such; 

And  the  Yankees  threw  amendments  at  his  head. 

They  hit  him  in  the  front  a  lot,  and  in  the  back  as  much, 

And  they  knocked  him  down,  and  stamped  on  him  and 

said: 
"Oh    Johnny!    Bad    Johnny!    We   will    kill    you    now 

and  plant  you  neath  the  lawn. 
And    they   all    felt   quite   virtuous,    till  they  discovered 

they  could  not  kill  John. 

Oh,  they  fought  him  on  the  ocean 

And  they  fought  him  on  the  land, 

And  they  fought  him  underground  and  in  the  sky, 

But  every   time   they   thought  that  he   lay   dead   upon 

the   sand 
Our  Johnny,  just  to   fool   them,   did  not  die! 

Oh  Johnny!   Old  Johnny!   They  can  fight  him  every 

day  from  dawn  to  dawn 
Till   they   discover,   eventually,  that  whate'er  they  do, 

they   can't   kill   John! 

— Keith  Crombie. 


Prominent  Men  About  Town 

The  dapper  old  duck  who  follows  the  horses. 


He:  Did  you  notice  that  man  who's  been  staring  at  us  all 
evening  ? 

She:  Dont  worry  about  him;  he's  only  the  chap  that 
brought  me!" 

The  Pioneer 

Old  Colonel  Phipps  was  the  first  white  man  to  settle  in 
Phipps  County. 

He  hewed  the  wood  from  the  virgin  forest  for  his  cabin. 

He  hunted  the  deer  for  his  steaks  through  the  thick  under- 
brush. 

Twice  a  year  he  paddled  seventy  miles  to  the  nearest 
trading  post  for  his  supplies. 

When  he  got  there  he  whooped  it  up  with  the  boys  for  a 
week,  got  in  a  few  fights,  was  stabbed  twice,  and  on  one 
trip  returned  with  his  wife,  won  by  force  from  her  six  foot 
sweetheart. 

When  the  Fenian  Raid  threatened  he  rode  night  and 
day  to  be  in  at  the  excitement. 

They  called  him,  "The  Little  Bobcat." 

He  fought  like  a  lynx  in  a  trap. 

His  six  sons  were  stalwart  men  of  the  wilds,  taking  noth- 
ing from  anyone. 

In  the  Northwest  Rebellion  he  had  his  feet  frozen  and 
won  decorations. 

Now  his  great  grand-daughter  allows  him  to  carry  the 
market  basket  on  Saturday  mornings.  — /.  E.  McD. 
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That  Old  College  Spirit 
The  Remedy 

Pceiic  Ji  stue  for  a  Prcse  Pest 


Johnson  asked  me  to  have  lunch 
with  h  m. 

"Tell  you  what,"  he  said,  "I'll  meet 
you  in  the  lobby  of  the  Blank-Das'iton 
at  a  quarter  to  one.    How's  that?" 

I  agreed,  was  there  on  the  dot,  and 
waited  slightly  more  than  thirty-five 
minutes  for  him.  At  1 .22  he  tore  in, 
profuse  with  apologies  and  regrets  for 
having  kept  me. 

"Awfully  sorry,  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing,  old  man,"  he  said.  "As  a 
matter  of  fact  I  was  detained  just  at 
the  last  minute.  You're  not  annoyed, 
eh?  Good!   Well,  let's  go  to  lunch." 

About  two  weeks  later  he  rang  me 

UP\. 

"How  about  a  round  of  golf?"  he 

asked. 

"Fine,"  I  replied. 

"All  right,"  he  said,  "I'll  drop 
around  for  you  at  two-thirty.  Sorry 
I  can't  make  it  any  earlier,  but  I'll  be 
there  absolutely  on  time. 

He  turned  up  at  ten  minutes  past 
three.  It  seemed  that,  just  as  he  was 
leaving  home,  he'd  been  called  to  the 
telephone  and  hadn't  been  able  to 
break  off  the  conversation. 

"You  know  how  it  is,  don't  you," 
he  inquired  anxiously. 


"Oh,  yes,  indeed,"  I  replied,  with 
convxtion. 

On  the  third  occasion  I  was  to  meet 
him  at  8.15  in  front  of  a  theatre.  He 
arrived  in  time  for  us  to  see  the  latter 
half  of  the  second  act. 

The  following  day  I  phoned  him. 

"Old  man,"  I  said,  "could  you 
meet  me  at  such  and  such  a  place  at 
eight  sharp  to-night?  Could  you? 
That's  fine,  then.  And,  look  here,  I 
wonder  if  you  would  bring  along  a 
bottle  of  your  Scotch.  I've  run  com- 
pletely out.  .  .  Right  .  .  .  Thanks 
very  much.  Eight  o'clock  then. 
Cheerio!" 

Did  I  keep  the  appointment?  I  did 
not.  All  I  did  was  merely  to  send 
an  anonymous  note  to  the  police  tell- 
ing them  where,  at  about  eight-thirty 
that  evening,  they  might  apprehend 
the  king  of  the  bootleggers,  and  to  tip 
off  the  officials  of  the  local  K.  K.  K. 
as  to  where  a  special  investigator  re- 
tained by  enemies  of  the  Klan  would 
be  at  the  same  hour. 

I  have  never  discovered  which 
crowd  reached  the  victim  first.  I  rather 
hope  it  was  the  Klan.  Tar  and  feath- 
ers would  be  becoming  to  Johnson. 

—K.  C. 


One  Steak,  Well  Done! 

"Somelh'n"  is  happening  to  the  old 
world  in  wh'ch  we  live.  There  is  ef- 
ficiency in  the  air.  My  friends  haoe 
taken  to  sleeping  out  of  doors;  some 
merely  roost  on  plain  wooden  bars.  etc. 
One  finds  that  a  glass  of  milk  and  a 
prune  is  enough  for  lunch,  ano'her  that 
a  dry  biscuit  and  glass  of  water  are  all 
his  brain  can  stand,  etc.,  etc." 

Stephen  Leacock. 

How  modern  man  is  speeding  up  the 

pace, 
And  living  faster  than  his  aged  sire! 
Efficiency's  the  keynote  of  our  race; 
A  laborer  must  bs  worthy  of  his  hire. 

How  some  men  roost  on  woo  Jen  bars 
at  night, 

Or  sleep  in  porches,  break  the  ice  to 
wash. 

Or  find  their  best  work  done  in  har- 
ness  dight, 

Or  practise  early  rising  and  such  fosh! 

While  others  think  that  all  a  brain  doth 

need — 
If   you    would    tune    it   to   its    highest 

pitch — 
Are  prunes  and  milk,  and  that  all  else 

is  greed. 
And   for  the   human   stomach   far   too 

rich. 

Men  take  a  pleasure  now  in  work 
alone ; 

They  have  a  standard  to  decide  their 

meals. 
Some  find  they  can  subsist  on  one  small 

bone; 
If  they  taka  more  a  languor  o'er  them 

steals. 

Friends    fail.     'Tis   time   to   go.     I've 

seen    enough. 
Let    millionaires    baked    apples    chew 

and  munch ; 
Let  bankers  live  on  even  simpler  stuff. 
I  want  a  good  plank  steak  for  my  own 

lunch. 


He — May  I  call  upon  you? 

She — Of   course    not. 

He — Oh,  I  didn't  mean  to-night.  I 
meant  some  cold,  rainy  night  when  I 
couldn't  go  anywhere  else. 

— Texas  Ranger. 
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When  Babylon  Was  Young 

"A  paving  block  from  the  city  of  Babylon,  thought  to 
be  more  than  three  thousand  years  old  has  been  presented 
to  the  museum   .    .    .   " — News  item. 

In  Babylon,  in  Babylon, 

Three  thousand  years  ago, 

The  willows  drooped  their  Veils  to  meet 

The  river,  running  slow. 

Grey  mists  of  rarest  gossamer 

To  hidden  music  stirred 

And  over  palace  lawns  the  song 

Of  nightingales  was  heard. 

The  gallants   walked  in  gardens   then 

And  poets  sang  of  quest; 

Young  lordlings  courted  princesses 

With  epigram  and  jest. 

A    hundred  dancing  maidens  swayed. 

Wine  spilled  and  songs  were  sung; 

The  world  was  very  beautiful 

When  Babylon  was  young. 

In  Babylon,  in  Babylon, 

The  city  fathers  sal 

And  wrangled  in  the  council  room 

Concerning  This  and   That. 

And  this  one  was  a  grafter 

And  this  one  Was  a  thief, 

And  how  a  third  obtained  his  wealth 

Was  well  beyond  belief. 

But  one  who  was  a  realtor, 

For  whom  six  hundred  slaved. 

Had  bribed   the   council   chamber 

To  have  his  suburb  paved. 

Oh,  devious  ways  were  not  unknown 

And  sinners  went  unhung 

As  now,  three  thousand  years  ago 

When  Babylon  was  young. 

In  Babylon,  in  Babylon, 
Three  thousand  years  ago, 


Tragedy  Around  Us 


Wireless  Term — High  Frequency. 


Ambassadors  before  the  throne 

Stood  in  a  shining  row. 

And  eyebrow  pencils  on  white  brows 

Traced  slender  threads  of  green — 

And  now  a  dagger  in  the  dark 

Slays  one  who  loved  the  queen, 

And  swords  rang  sharp  on  silent  nights 

To  settle  ancient  scores. 

And  eyes  looked  down  from  turrets 

As  men  rode  forth  to  Wars. 

Bel-shazzar  in  a  purple  robe 

Commands  the   harps  be  strung]    .     .    . 

This  paving  block  they  say  was  laid 

When  Babylon  was  young.       — Stephen  Moon. 


Mr.  R.  Botos,  having  been  refused  membership  in 
the  Brotherhood  of  Exhalled  Lifers,  leaves  prison  in 
disgrace. 


Bo — "Is  your  girl  really  a  shocking  dancer?' 
Legge — "She  sure  is  a  lithe  wire!" 
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"How  did  your  father  break  his  Wrist  watch?" 
"He  was  showing  me  how  the  guard  worked." 


Convalescent   Now 

Jim  Jimson  is  up  again  now 

At  last  he  can  tell  us  just  how 

It  occurred  that  he  spent 

The  whole  of  last  Lent 

In  the  hospital  after  a  row 

With  the  father  of  Winifred  Nest 

Whose  temper  is  not  of  the  best, 

It  seems  that  one  night 

Jimmy   got  rather   tight 

And  chose  the  Nest  nest  to  invest 

With  his   presence.     He   got  there   at 

ten. 
Winnie's  father  had  come  in  just  then. 
Jim  was  happy   and  gay. 
(He   just   felt   that  way) 
No  trouble   was  yet  in   his   ken. 

The  affair  ended  up  with  a  bang 

Because  Mr.  Nest  knew  no  slang. 

If  he  had  he  would  not 

Have   beaten   and    shot 

Poor  Jimmy,  the  best  of  our  gang. 

The  cause  of  the  trouble  was  this: 

While  Jimmy  felt  nothing  but  bliss 

He  was  rather  tired. 

In  fact  he  desired 

To  drop  into  slumber's  abyss. 

And  sc   like  a  good  little  man 

He  stretched  out  on  the  Nest's  long 

divan. 
Winnie  said:  "Parasite! 
I  think  you  are  tight." 
Jimmy    answered:     "Aw!    So's    your 

old  man!" 


Use   in  a   Sentence  the   Word: 

Jaguar 
After   you   go   on   a   jaguar   sorry. 

Giraffe 
How  did  giraffe  fair  with  her  end? 

Pastime 
My  pastime  keeper  in  a  watch  fac- 
tory. 

Berate 
We    all   drank   berate   pretzels   and 

sang.  — K.  C. 

*  *       • 

De  Profundis 

When  Jonah  watched  the  whale, 
Lashing  its  monstrous  tail, 
Beating  the  billows  white, 
Then  dipping  out  of  sight, 
Leaving  him  pondering 
On  the  shore  wondering, 
Weary  of   life, 
Are  you  surprised  that  he, 
Left  there  so  dismally, 
Feared  from  his  depth  of  woe 
Just  how  his  tale  would  go 
By  with  his  wife? 

•  •       * 
Critique 

The  famous  painter's  latest  effort 
hung  in  the  window  of  a  fashionable 
picture  shop,  and  held  many  at  gaze. 

"It  represents,"  said  the  socialist, 
"the  triumph  of  Labor  over  Capital." 

"What  it  portrays,"  said  the  econ- 
omist,  "is  the  Wonder  of  Thrift." 

"No,"  said  the  reformer,  "it  de- 
picts the  Beauty  of  Uplift." 


"I  think  I  shall  name  my  work," 
said  the  famous  painter,  "A  Street 
Scene  in  Petrograd."  — CCS. 

*  *       * 

A  Different  Kind  of  Mother 

Small  Betty  was  collecting  butter- 
flies and  moths.  Her  father,  to  en- 
courage her  in  her  hobby,  gave  her  a 
dollar  and  said,  "Now,  go  down  town 
and  buy  a  book  on  the  subject.  You 
should  read  it  up  thoroughly."  That 
evening  he  was  greeted  by  Betty,  who 
rather  dolefully  said,  "Daddy,  I 
bought  a  book  on  moths  as  you  said, 
but  it  seems  to  be  all  wrong.  It's  all 
about  babies."  "Let  me  see  it,  child." 
Imagine  his  surprise  when  he  glanced 
at  the  title  of  her  purchase — "A 
Guide  to  Young  Mothers." — P.A.C. 

*  *       * 

It's  a  Bear 

The  American  tourist  quaffed  the 
foaming  beer  in  the  Alberta  Palm 
garden,  then  exclaimed.  "It's  a 
bear."  "I  beg  pardon,  sir,"  the  Eng- 
lish waiter  replied,  "I  don't  under- 
stand." "I  mean  it's  a  bear,  you  know, 
a  bear,  a  b-e-a-r;  strong,  powerful." 
"Oh,  yes,  sir,  I  see  sir,  you  mean  to 
imply  that  it's  our  own  bruin." 

—P.A.C. 

Vicarious  Visits:  Quebec 


That  Historical  Atmosphere! 


C9DUN 
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After  it  had  gone  through  seventeen  editions 
She  finally  married  the  man 
To  save  him  from  starving. 
And  because  she  felt 
That  a  great  woman  novelist 
Should  have  something  literary  about  her. 
*       *       * 

Consistencies 

"I  believe  Prohibition  does  prohibit,"  he  said 
as  he  shook  the  cocktail  mixer. 

"I  believe  we  should  support  the  church,"  he 
said  as  he  sped  past  it  to  the  links  on  Sunday 
morning. 

"I  believe  in  sportsmanship,"  he  said  as  he 
let  go  both  barrels  at  a  sitting  bird. 

"I  believe  in  self-determination,"  he  said  as 
he  decided  on  a  profession   for  his  son. 

"I  believe  woman's  place  is  in  the  home,"  as 
he  invited  the  stenographer  out  to  dinner. 

— H.R.E. 


How  many  leaves  has  a  clover?" 
"Four,  if  it's  lucky." 


Lines  to  Modern  Ladies  in  the  Medieval  Manner 

TO  MADLYN 

When  Madlyn  takes  her  dog  to  walk 

A-down  the  Avenue, 
And  the  passing  crowd  all  stop  and  stare, 

I  know  that  I  do,  too, — 
For  the  little  tike  tears  on  ahead, 

The  peppy,  frisky  pup, 
And  makes  poor  Madlyn  fairly  run, 

A-trying  to  keep  up. 
But  while  they  gaze  upon  her  hound, 

And  gasp,  "He's  just  too  sweet!" 
I'll  say  the  "dogs"  I  love  to  watch 

Are   Madlyn's  twinkling   feet. 

—  W.  K.  Ziegfeld,  Jr. 
"•  *       *       * 

Distilled  Fiction 

"The   Master  and  The   Maid." 

The  Master  of  the  house  was  an  author 
Who  wrote  fathomless  stuff  for  the  enlightened 

few. 
In  other  words. 

He  was  in  wrong  with  the  publishers. 
The  Servant  of  the  house 
Couldn't  count  eggs. 
Nevertheless  she  got  the  call 
And   decided  to  change 
The  frying  pan  for  the  pen. 
Her   first  best  seller 

Was  a  love  story  which  gushed  and  gushed. 
Its  characters  didn't  think. 
And  it  could  be  read 
When  standing  up  in  a  street-car. 


-Moonshine. 


Campus  Figures 


The  All-round  Athlete. 
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Styles  for  the  coming  season  are  reflected  by  society  at  ultra-smart  Palm  Beach.  Hannaford  Sneeze,  the  handkerchief  king, 
is  here  seen  dallying  with  the  honourable  Gerty  Getz.  Beards  and  shredded  wheat  skirts  will  be  much  in  vogue  with  the 
haute  roonde. 


An    intimate    rj 
snapped  at  his  I 


I 


"No  one  ■  t 
mother."  ca 
Whiffletree^ 
lore  affair. 


ON  TO  HOLLYWOOD.  Octavius 
Thimble  and  Silas  Horse  unanimously 
judged  the  handsomest  boys  in  Poplar 
Centre,  Sask.,  who  are  off  to  win  fame 
and    fortune    on    the    silversheet. 


Off  for  a  jolly  time!  This  merry  bus  load  of  holiday-makers  are  off  for  a  trip  through  the 
abattoir.     The  man  with  the  tie  pin  is  Herman  ("Herman")  Schultz. 
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nomination  at  Niagara  Falls  more 
pular  than  ever,"  say  Rudolph 
lentino,  Thomas  Meighan  and 
n  Chaney,  the  three  famous  par- 
si  champions  now  on  an  explor- 
m   trip. 


View  of   Dublin    (Aighthrghghough    Bmffogg)    five   minutes   after    the   debate   on   prohibition   began    in    the 
parliament  (Angus  Ogg). 
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"I've  got  my  own  wagon  and  all.    This  is  no  ordinary  job,  Joe.    It's  like 
a  little  business  of  your  own."  — New  Yorker. 


In  Our  Cemetery 

(Goof  Gazette  Note:  Golf  has  be- 
come too  strenuous  a  sport  as  exploited 
by  American  co-eds.) 

— Flamingo. 
*       *       * 

"Stick  them  up,  kid,"  ordered  the 
thug.      "Where    do    you    think    you're 


going 


V 


"Home,"  murmured  the  student. 
"Where  from?" 
"Date." 
"Who  with?" 
"Co-ed." 

"Here,  friend,  take  this  five  dollar 
bill." 

— Sun  Dial. 

City  Boy  (looking  at  his  first  wind- 
mill)— Gee,  Uncle  Tom,  that's  some 
electric  fan  you  have  out  there  cool- 
ing  the   cows.  — Bison. 

*       *       * 

Prof.:  "I  take  great  pleasure  in  giv- 
ing you  81   in  Math." 

Stude:  "Aw  make  it  a  hundred 
and  enjoy  yourself." 

— Orange   Owl. 


"William,  didn't  I  hear  the  clock 
strike  two?"  snapped  the  dear  lady 
viciously. 

"You  did,  my  dear.  It  started  to 
strike  ten,  but  I  stopped  it  to  keep  it 
from  waking  you  up."     — Belle  Hop. 

*  *       * 

"I  can't  understand  why  you  stayed 
outside  so  long  with  such  a  wonderful 
dancer  as  Charlie." 

"But  he  showed  me  some  new  steps 
and  we  sat  on  them." — Purple  Cow. 

*  *       * 

"Do  Ah  wins  this  hand,  Ah  leaves 
for  Flahidah  tomorrow." 

"Yes  and  does  yo'  win  it  wid  dem 
cards  up  yo'  sleeve,  Ah'm  gonna 
Tampa  wid  yo'  tonight." 

— The  Pup. 

*  *       * 

Dorsey:    Let's  go  to  town. 
Stovall:     Sorry,    I    have   to   go    to 
class,  I  didn't  sleep  much  last  night. 

—Purple  Pel 

*  *       * 

Some  men  join  fraternities  and  some 
own  their  own  tuxedos. 

— Washington    Dirge. 


Our  Season  is 
Open  Now 

GOBLIN'S  subscriber 
hunting  season  is  an 
early  and  late  one.  It's 
at  its  height  right  now. 
And  you  are  the  tremb- 
ling quarry. 

Soon  you  will  be  gath- 
ered in  with  the  rest  of 
the  day's  bag,  not  to  be 
cooked  yourself,  but  to 
have  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  your  own  pet 
aversions  roasted  alive 
and  served  up  with  a 
generous  amount  of 
Good  Humor  Sauce,  and 
salted  with  Common 
Sense. 

The  horn  has  sounded, 
the  hunters  are  gather- 
ing; there  will  be  ink 
spilled  before  sundown. 
It  will  avail  you  nothing 
to  wait  until  our  hounds 
are  hot  upon  your  trail. 

You  save  time  by  sur- 
rendering at  once.  The 
coupon  below  is  easily 
clipped. 

GOBLIN 

Canada's  National  Comic 


GOBLINS,  LTD.,  272  Bay  St.,  Toronto. 

Dear  Sirs: — 

Enclosed    find    $3.00    for    one    year's 
subscription   to    GOBLIN. 


Name    

Street  Address    

Town    Province. 


Goblin 
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Here's  an  Ad 


Men  by  the  millions  are  flocking  to 
it.  Its  success  is  a  business  sensation. 


that  wins  men  by  its  fairness 

Don't  buy  yet— wait  till  the  10-day  tube  we  send  you  proves  its  case 


Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  is  to-day 
the  leader  in  its  field. 

Yet  we  urge  men  not  to  buy  it  be- 
fore they  try  it. 

Our  whole  case  rests  on  a  10-day 
tube  that  we  send,  free,  for  a  test. 

On  that  basis  we  have  won  the 
world  to  this  new  creation. 

Men  by  the  millions  are  flocking 
to  it.  Its  success  is  a  business  sen- 
sation. 

Give  us  ONE  chance 

We  realize  you  are  probably  wedded 
to  another  shaving  cream. 

But,  as  expert  soap-makers  (we 
make  Palmolive  Soap,  you  know,  the 
world's  leading  toilet  soap),  we  know 
a  fair  comparison  80  times  in  100  will 
win  you. 


Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  is  a 
unique  creation.  There  is  no  other 
like  it. 

It  embodies  the  four  great  essen- 
tials 1000  men  expressed  as  their  su- 
preme desires  in  a  shaving  cream — 
plus  a  fifth,  strong  bubbles,  the  most 
important  of  all. 

60  years  of  soap  and  skin  study 
stand  behind  it. 

130  formulas  were  tested  and  dis- 
carded before  the  right  one  came. 

10  days  of  its  delights,  we  believe, 
will  win  you  to  our  side. 

Now,  as  a  courtesy  to  us,  will  you 
ail  the  coupon  and  accept  those  10 


>uw,    as    a    tumi-csj    w    us, 

mail  the  coupon  and  accept 
shaves  free? 


5  New  Joys 

These  you'll  find — these  new  shaving 
joys,  these  comforts  unknown  before: 

1  Multiplies  itself  in  lather  250  times. 

2  Softens  the  beard  in  one  minute. 

3  Maintains   its   creamy   fullness    for 

10  minutes  on  the  face. 

4  Strong  bubbles  hold  the  hairs  erect 

for  cutting. 

5  Palm  and  olive  oils  bring  one  fine 

after-effects. 
To  add  the  final  touch  to  shaving 
luxury,  wt  have  created  Palmolive 
After  Shaving  Talc  —  especially  for 
men.  Doesn't  show.  Leaves  the  skin 
smooth  and  fresh,  and  gives  that 
well-groomed  look.  Try  the  sample 
we  are  sending  free  with  the  tube  of 
Shaving  Cream. 


PALMOLIVE 
SHAVING  CREAM 

Made  in  Canada 


10   SHAVES    FREE 

and  a  can  of  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc 

Simply  insert  your  name  and  address 
and  mail  to  Dept.  B10SS,  The  Palmolive 
Company  of  Canada,  I/d.,  Toronto,  Ont. 
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GOBLIN'S  LIMERICK  CONTEST 


Anyone  Can  Compete 


Prizes 


First  Prize:  $20.00  if  win- 
ner is  a  subscriber  to 
GOBLIN,  or  if  he  sends 
in  a  subscription  with  his 
answer,  $10.00  if  not  a 
subscriber. 

Five  Prizes  of  $2.00  to 
subscribers  or  $1.00  to 
non-subscribers. 

Subscriptions  may  be  sent 
in  with  answers  by  using 
the  form  below. 


Rules 


(1)  Contestants  positively 
MUST  be  over  two  years 
of  age,  sane,  or  nearly  so, 
and  sober  at  the  time  of 
writing. 

(2)  Last  lines  must  be  in 
our  hands  by  Oct.  18th. 

(3)  Results  will  be  pub- 
lished in  the  November 
number  of  GOBLIN. 

(4)  Members  of  the  firm 
may  not  win  prizes  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing. 


1' 

ballot 


A  real  estate  agent  named  Brown, 
Sold  lots  twenty  miles  from  the  town, 
"Only  half  an  hour's  ride" 
But  his  customers  cried: 


Supply  the  Missing  Line  ! 


Last  Month's  Awards 

The  terrible  inundation  of  decidedly  wet  last  lines  received  in  response  to  last  month's 
limerick  contest  shows  that  Ontario  is  suffering  pathetically  under  a  decided  liquor 
complex,  since  it  was  from  that  province  that  most  of  the  moist  ones  came. 

First  prize  goes  to  Beatrice  E.  Todd,  597  Argyle  Ave.,  Westmount,  Quebec,  for  the 
following: 

There  were  three  young  men  from  Balshire, 

Who  were  sitting  one  night  by  the  fire. 

Said  one,  "I  should  think 

We  could  do  with  a  drink, 

So  a   'blow-out*  we'll  have — then  're-tire'." 


GOBLINS  LTD.,  272  Bay  St.,  Toronto. 

Dear  Sirs: 

Enclosed   find   $ for    .... 

National  Humorous  Monthly. 

Name    


.year's    subscription    to    Canada's 


Street  Address   

Town   Province 


Five  other  prizes  of  one  or  two 
dollars  each  (see  rules  of  con- 
test) go  to  the  authors  of  the 
following    last    lines  : 

1.  "Said  the  others,  "You  think  ! 

You're  a  lia  p  " 

Sent  in  by  J.  C.  Mitchell,  294 
Christina  St.,  Sarnia.  Ont. 

2.  "Fifty    dollars    and    costs," 

ruled  the  Squire. 

Sent  in  by   Miss   M.   A.   Gear- 
in,  197  Beverley  St.,  Toronto. 

3.  "Where    they   got    it,    I'd   like 

to  enquire!" 

Sent    in    by    G.    M.    Lumsden, 
250  Duke  St.,   Hamilton,  Ont. 

4.  "You    know    the    rest.       Why 

inquire  ?" 

Sent  in  by  A.  F.  Marnell,  210 
Ash  Ave.,  Montreal,   P.Q. 

5.  "So  send  spirits  up  four  per 

cent   higher." 

Sent  in  by   R.   Robinson,   Box 
445,    Waterford,    Ont. 


Honourable    mention     also    goes 
to: 

Anselma   Nelson, 

111   East   Ave.   South, 
Hamilton,    Ont. 

George    M.    Weals, 

2737    Notre   Dame   St.    East. 
Montreal,    P.Q. 

D.   H.    Waugh, 

19    Mountview    Ave., 
Toronto. 

Miss  D.  E.  Hall, 
38    Howland    Ave., 
Toronto. 

J.   G.   McMillen, 

465    Milverton    Blvd.. 
Toronto. 

Miss  M.  Murray, 

247    Kensington   A\e., 
Westmount,    P.Q. 

Miss  B.  Lumar, 

45   St.   Laurent   St., 
Hull,  P.Q. 

A.    E.   P., 

Carnegie    Library, 
Ottawa,    Ont. 

J.   A.  C.  Kay, 
174  Church  St., 
Stratford,   Ont. 

A.   W.  Jones, 

Bell    Telephone    Co., 
London,    Ont. 

Edward    R.    Kelly, 

Room    9,    Canadian    Bldg.. 
Ottawa,    Ont. 

H.    Lumsden, 
Court  House, 
Hamilton.    Ont. 

W.    R.    Belcher, 

Bank    of    Montreal, 
Niagara    Fulls.    Ont. 
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"Whatever  are  you  doing  there,  George?" 

"Just  taking  a  mud  bath  for  my  complexion,  my  dear." — Passing  Show. 


All  God's  Chillun 

Father,  Father,  come  home  with  me. 
The  clock  in  the  steep'e  strikes  one! 
Leave  those  Alumni   Bummers, 
Till  after  your  work  is  done. 
Charlie  fell  in  the  ash-can 
Mama  just  threw  a  faint, 
You  should  be  in  the  kitchen 
And  that's  the  place  you  ain't. 
What  do  you  want  from  college 
You  got  an  A.  B.  there  once. 
Now  you've  got  an  Abie  at  home 
And  he's  an  awful  dunce. 
Just  like  his  father  before  him 
College  bred  to  the  core. 
Mama  says  you're  thick  as  mud. 
Oh  Papa  don't  get  sore! 
Come  away   from  that  campus 
Your  college  days  are  thru. 
Why  don't  you  make  a  living 
Like  you  promised  Ma  you'd  do! ! ! 
— Puppet. 
*       *       * 

Mother — Willie,  if  you  had  two 
apples,  a  b:g  one  and  a  small  one, 
and  your  brother  asked  you  for  one, 
which  one  would  you  give  him? 

Willie — Do  you  mean  my  big 
brother  or   my   little  brother? 

■ — '•Lampoon. 


"Can  I  see  the  doctor?" 
"Which  Doctor?" 
"Say — do      you      think      I'm      a 
heathen?" 

— Michigan  Gargoyle. 

*  *       * 

Solomon — Have  you  met  my  wives? 
Visitor — Thanks,     Old    Top,    but 
I'm  just  here  for  the  day. 

— Virginia  Reel. 

*  *       * 

S  witchcraft 

The  Bride  (at  the  telephone) — Oh, 
John,  do  come  home.  I've  mixed  the 
plugs  in  some  way.  The  radio  is  all 
covered  with  frost  and  the  electric  ice- 
box is  singing,  "Way  Out  West  in 
Kansas." 

— Life. 

*  *       * 

Babe — Can  you  tell  what  makes 
the  tower  of  Pisa  lean? 

Beth — If  I  knew,  I'd  take  some 
myself. 

— Chanticleer,  Girl's  Number. 

*  *       * 

Coed — Two  weeks  ago  I  refused  to 
marry  your  brother  and  he  has  been 
drinking  heavily  ever  since. 

He — Yes,  he's  the  kind  of  fellow 
who  never  knows  when  to  stop  a  cele- 
bration. — Froth. 


Well  Worth  It 

After  morning  service  the  family 
dined,  and  churches  and  their  proce- 
dure came  in  for  criticism. 

Father  critized  the  sermon.  Mother 
disliked  the  blunders  of  the  organist. 
The  eldest  daughter  thought  the  choir's 
singing  was  atrocious. 

But  the  subject  had  to  We  dropped 
when  the  small  boy  of  the  fami'y.  with 
the  school-boy's  love  of  fair  play, 
chipped  in  with  the  remark:  "Dad,  I 
think  it  was  a  jolly  good  show  for  a 
penny." 

— Epworth  Herald. 
•       *       * 

Breathless  Butler — The  chauffeur's 
running   away  with  your   wife,   sir. 

Husband  (yawning) — What's  he 
running  for? 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay. 


*W, 


"I  hear  that  you  made  a  bet  that  if 
you  proposed  to  me,  I'd  accept." 
"Yes.    Will  you  marry  me,  dear?" 
"How  much  did  you  bet?" 

— Juggler. 
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"Par  is  forty-five." 
"Is  thai  so?  And  how  old  is  Ma?" — Juggyer. 


His  Alias 

"Well,  we  fooled  the  cops  all  right 
that  time." 

"I'll  say  we  did.  When  they  came 
in,  I  did  like  you  said." 

"Great.  You  didn't  give  your  own 
name,   eh?" 

"Not  on  your  life.  I  gave  'em 
yours." 

— Sun  Dial. 

*       *       * 

"Hi,  keed,  can  you  spell  'wea- 
ther'?" 

"  W-E-O-A-T-H-E-R.'  H  o  w- 
zat?" 

"Terrible.  That's  the  worst  spell  of 
weather  we've  had  in  a  long  while." 

— Jug. 

■■■;■  *  * 

Co-ed — I  saw  five  of  your  fratern- 
ity brothers  at  dance  last  night. 

Stude — But  I  didn't  know  you 
knew  that  many. 

Co-ed — I  don't,  but  I  recognized 
your  ties. 

— Masquerader. 


Discriminating  Too    Late! 

Senior— And  how  did   you   happen  First  cannibal   running  into  camp — 

to  come  to  Williams?  Is  I  late  fo'  dinner? 

Prep — Well,  you  see  I  won-  a  Wil-  Second    Cannibal    -You    is;    every 

Hams    pennant   with    cigarette    coupons  body  s  eaten, 
and  they  wouldn't  let  me  exchange  it. 


-Dodo. 


-Purple  Cow. 

- 

Man — I'd    like   to   buy    a    diamond 
necklace  for  my  wife. 

Floorwalker — Glassware  in  aisle  7. 
—  Yellow  Jacket. 


He    (coaxing) — If    I    kiss   you    this 
once  no  one  will  be  a  bit  wiser. 
She — Oh,  yes,  there  will. 
He — But  who? 
She — You,  next  time. 

— Record. 


Student  of  Nature:  "Oh  brother,  it's 
only  a  daisy  after  all!" 

—  Yale    Record 
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How  to  Tie  a  Bow  Tie  on  a 
Tuxedo  Collar 

Hold  the  tie  in  your  left  hand  and 
the  collar  in  your  right.  Slip  your 
neck  in  the  collar  and  run  the  left  hand 
end  of  the  tie  over  the  right  with  the 
left  hand,  steadying  the  right  end  with 
the  other  hand.  Then  drop  both  ends, 
catching  the  left  hand,  steadying  the 
right  end  with  the  other  hand.  Then 
drop  both  ends,  catching  the  left  end 
with  the  right  hand  and  right  end  with 
the  left  hand.  Reverse  hands  and  pick 
up  the  loose  end  with  the  nearest  hand. 
Pull  this  end  through  the  loop  with  the 
unengaged  hand  and  squeeze.  This 
ties  the  bow.  As  a  finishing  touch, 
disentangle  the  hands. 

— Flamingo. 

*  *       * 

"Dirty  Shirt"  Dan  came  riding 
down  the  main  street  of  Cactus  in  a 
cloud  of  dust.  He  was  riding  a  pan- 
ther with  a  cactus  saddle,  a  wild-cat 
under  his  left  arm,  and  he  was  beating 
the  panther  with  a  rattlesnake.  He  dis- 
mounted with  a  flourish  in  front  of 
July  and  August's  and  swaggered  in 
and  bellowed  in  a  loud  voice: 

"Gimme  my  favorite  drink:  Lye, 
sulphuric  acid,  a  couple  o'  shots  o' 
arsenic    and    some    nitro-glycerine." 

He  downed  his  drink  with  a  gulp. 

"W — where  do  you  come  from?" 
quavered   the  barkeep. 

"Aw,"  said  Dirty  Shirt,  "I  come 
from  up  in  the  hills.  The  tough  guys 
run  me  out."  — Brown  Jug. 

*  *       * 

Dumb — When  you  were  in  Europe 
I  suppose  you  saw  the  great  tracts  of 
barren  waste. 

Dumber — Yes,  he  has  a  wonderful 
estate.  — Lord  Jeff. 

*  *       * 

"Did  the  doctor  remove  your  ap- 
pendix?" 

"Feels  to  me  like  he  removed  my 
whole  table  of  contents." 

■ — Octopus. 

sfc  *  # 

She:     When    we    are    married    I'll 
share  all  your  troubles  and  sorrows. 
He:    But  I  have  none. 
She:     I  said  when  we  are  married. 

— Yale  Record. 

*  *       * 

And  That's  the  Moral 

A  young  man  stood  on  the  corner 
smoking  a  cigar.  A  wild-eyed  Re- 
former went  up  to  him  and  said:  "My 
son,  how  many  cigars  do  you  smoke  a 
day?" 

"Two,"  was  the  answer. 

"How  much  do  they  cost  you?" 

"Ten  cents  each." 


The  rich,  fresh  bouquet  that 
conies  to  you  from  a  cup  of 
Salada  Tea  is  just  another 
indication  of  its  superior 
quality. 

From  the  moment  the  choice 
young  leaves  are  picked 
until  they  are  sealed  away  in 
the  metal  packages  you  buy 
over  the  counter,  they  are  so 
handled  that  they  come  to 
you  with  all  the  original 
fragrance  preserved. 
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"And  how  is  yer  husband?" 
"Bad!    Three  years  now  he's  been 
in    bed.     I    wish't    he'd    git    well, — er 
something."                          — Exchange. 

*       *       * 

• 

Co-Eds  Have 
Not  Changed 

In  50   Years. 

— Heraminer  of  Chicago. 

MODERN  DANCING 

Miss  Edna  Hinch 

356  Brunswick  Ave. 

Foxtrot  and  Waltz 

Taught  in  Three  Private  Lessons 

Special  Rates  to  Students 
For  Appointment  Phone  Trinity  0037 

Athletes  and  Sportsmen 
know  ENO 

Physically  fit,  alert  in  mind — these  are  the  essentials 
of  success  in  sport — these  are  qualities  which  win. 
ENO  keeps  men  and  women  fit  because  it  assists  in 
keeping  them  healthy — with  sound  nerves  and  a  body 
able  to  withstand  continued  effort  and  fatigue. 

ENO'S 

-FRUIT  SALT- 


The  World-  Famed  Effervescent 
Saline 
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THE  BREADCIVERS.  By 
Anzia  Yesierska.  Toronto:  S.  B. 
Cundy.    $2.00. 

This  novel  by  the  authoress  of  the 
well-known  "Salome  of  the  Tene- 
ments" is  remarkable  for  its  power,  for 
its  unaffected  simplicity  of  style  and 
action,  and  for  the  vividness  with 
which  its  colorful  characters  are 
painted.  This  novel  gives,  perhaps, 
greater  promise  in  its  opening  chapters 
than  the  balance  of  the  book  warrants, 
nevertheless  it  is  well  worth  reading  if 
only  for  the  descriptions  of  the  Rus- 
sian immigrant  family  and  their  life  in 
New  York's  East  Side.  The  father 
of  the  family  is  perhaps  the  most  vivid- 
ly drawn  character  from  the  start.  His 
wholehearted  selfishness  and  his  gen- 
eral attitude  toward  the  remaining 
members  of  the  poverty-stricken  fam- 
ily, justified  as  they  are  by  all  the  pre- 
cepts and  customs  of  his  own  people, 
seem  horrible  to  a  reader  of  a  different 
nationality. 

This  novel  is  not,  as  you  might 
suppose  by  reading  a  resume  of  it,  a 
sordid  affair.  That  is  not  to  say  that 
it  is  by  any  means  a  Polish  immigrant 
Pollyanna,  but  rather  that,  as  a  whole, 
it  does  not  leave  behind  it  in  the  mouth 
of  the  reader  that  bad  and  bitter  taste 
which  so  many  modern  realistic  novels 
do. 

This  is  not  a  story  which  would  in- 
terest a  devotee  of  Zane  Grey  or  of 
P.  G.  Wodehouse,  or  even  of  J.  S. 
Fletcher.  Rather  it  is  the  sort  of  thing 
which  would  appeal  to  an  Atlantic 
Monthly-Century    Magazine   clientele. 

THE  LADIES  OF  LYNDON. 
By  Margaret  Kennedy.  Toronto:  S. 
B.  Cundy. 

Miss  Margaret  Kennedy  was  hailed 
by  many  of  the  most  influential  critics, 
both  in  England  and  in  the  United 
States,  as  the  outstanding  literary  sen- 
sation of  last  season.  This  novel  of 
hers,  which  in  England  was  published 


before  "The  Constant  Nymph,"  now 
owes  its  vogue  chiefly  to  the  popularity 
of  the  latter  work,  which  has  estab- 
lished Miss  Kennedy  in  such  a  position 
that  anything  from  her  pen  is  now 
sure  of  acclamation.  While  by  no 
means  as  well  rounded  off  a  piece  of 
work  as  "The  Constant  Nymph," 
"The  Ladies  of  Lyndon"  has  flashes 
of  real  brilliance  and  shows  clearly 
the  really  great  literary  gifts  of  the 
authoress. 


OH,  MR.  LEACOCK;  By  C. 
K.  Allen.  Toronto:  Longmans  Green, 
Publishers.  $1.25. 

A  genial  but  pointless  kidding  of 
Stephen  Leacock.  Having  declared  in 
the  title  that  this  is  going  to  be  a  funny 
book  the  author  sits  down  to  cut  up  a 
number  of  didoes  with  all  the  spon- 
taneity of  a  train  announcer.  We 
found  it  pretty  poisonous. 

ANDREA  THORNE.  By  Sylvia 
Chatfield  Bates.  Toronto:  Longmans 
Green,  Publishers.  $2.00. 

An  intelligent  and  interesting  study  of 
the  life  of  the  girl  Andrea  from  early 
childhood.  A  sensitive  and  courageous 
child  finding  her  way.  Book  borrow- 
ing friends  are  the  best  interest  baro- 
meter. Andrea  Thorne  was  borrowed 
twice.    The  first  time  it  was  returned 


All  Books 
Reviewed  in 

Goblin 
Obtainable  at 

The  Little  Shop 
Zf$i  'Round  the  Corner 

CQp^  1184  Bay  Street 

(Just  below  Bloor) 

A   lending  library   of   more    interesting 
titles.     A  fascinating  Gift  Shop. 


the  next  day ;  the  second  time  it  has 
never  been  returned,  which  probably 
means  you'll  like  it  a  lot  if  you  like  it 
at  all. 

MINNIE  FLYNN.  By  Frances 
Marion.  Toronto:  Longmans  Green, 
Publishers.  $2.00. 

Minnie  was  a  good  gal,  but  she 
didn't  have  no  grey  matter.  A  pathetic, 
amusing  and  convincing  story  of  the 
rapid  rise  and  fall  of  a  little  Irish  girl 
who  screened  well.  The  authoress  is 
a  scenario  writer  of  note  and  we  are 
inclined  to  agree  with  the  publishers' 
blurb  on  the  jacket  that  she  has  seen 
a  number  of  Minnie  Flynns  in  her  time. 
Never  having  intimately  known  a  movie 
star,  or  distantly  for  that  matter,  we 
are  perfectly  certain  that  in  many  cases 
they  must  be  just  like  this.  A  glance 
at  the  face  in  any  movie  magazine  is 
convincing.  If  they  don't  act  like  this 
in  their  private  lives,  they  do  look  it. 

Minnie,  when  she  lived  in  the  tene- 
ment with  her  family,  felt  a  superior- 
ity complex.  This  was  just  the  me- 
chanism to  start  the  drama  when  she 
met  the  shoddy  movie  actor  who  in- 
troduced her  to  the  studio  and  then 
dodged  her  when  he  was  ashamed  of 
her  appearance.  But  Minnie  soon 
showed  'em!  After  a  preliminary 
struggle  during  which  time  she  gave 
it  up  and  married  the  young  butcher's 
assistant,  success  came  with  a  bang.  It 
swept  her  off  her  feet;  it  was  unex- 
pected, undreamed  of.  As  the  money 
surged  in,  Minnie  rose  on  the  golden 
tide, — and  her  family  rose  with  her. 
Everybody's  head  was  completely 
turned,  but  her  father's.  This  poor  old 
man  is  the  best  character  in  the  book. 
Michael  Flynn  was  a  plumber  and  in 
the  midst  of  the  department  store  para- 
dise with  which  he  was  surrounded  he 
always  remained  a  plumber  at  heart. 
His  death  in  his  great  golden  bed  is  one 
of  the  finest  pieces  of  ironic  writing  we 
can  remember. 

(Continued  on  page  S9) 
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"Show 
Business 


The  Novel 
we\  have 
chosen    to 

follow 
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In  November  begins  this  outstand- 
ing story  of  a  girl's  struggle 
against  her  environment  .  .  . 
a  struggle  in  which  she  is  hin- 
dered by  not  having  a  college 
education.  It  is,  first,  the  story  of 
a  small  town  which  binds  the 
girl's  ambition,  and  then  a  truth- 
ful picture  of  the  American  stage. 
The  author  is  Thyra  Samter 
Winslow  and  the  illustrator, 
Arthur  William  Brown. 

College  Humor 


Beginning  SHOW  BUSINESS 
.*»-THYit*.f*Mjr«R  wmtisw 


On  Sale  Everywhere 

October  3 


Novelty 

Rickenbacker   Names   New  Car.   Will    Be   Known   in 
Industry  as  "Sport  Roadster." — The  Sun  and  the  Globe. 
Just  a  master  of  phraseology,  Eddie. 

— N.   Y.  World. 

Good  Night! 

He — "You   know,   a   sentimental    song    always   moves 
me. 

She — "Really?  Let's  play  'Home  Sweet  Home'." 

— Dirge. 

Old    Lady     (visiting    State    Prison) — "I    suppose,    my 
poor  man,  it  was  poverty  brought  you  to  this." 

Counterfeiter — "On   the   contrary,    mum.      I   was   just 
coining  money." 

—New  Haven  Register. 

'Tis  great  to  behold,"  sighed  Mark  Anthony  as  he 
viewed  the  Pyramids.  Whereas  Cleo  snuggled  closer  and 
whispered  in  his  ear,  "  'Tis  greater  to  be  held." 

— Puppet. 

*  *       # 

There  is  one  professor  on  our  faculty  who  takes  every 
corner  on  two  wheels — no  matter   how  slowly   he  pedals. 

— Argos. 

*  *       * 

Is  His  Wig  Warm? 

Hobb — "That  guy  wears  Indian  neckwear." 

Nobb — "How  come?" 

Hobb —  'Bow  tie  and  Arrow  collar.'  — Froth. 


Vanity 

She  stood  before  the  mirror 

With  her  eyes  closed  very  tight, 
She  wished  to  see  just  how  she  looked 
When  fast  asleep  at  night. 

— Sun  Dial. 
*       $       * 

Fairy  Story 

Once  there  was  a  young  man  who  loved  his  wife  and 
his  mother. 

One  day  his  sweet  bride  asked  which  of  the  two  he 
loved    more. 

"My  mother,"  he  said,  hanging  his  head. 

"That's    good,"    she    replied,    sweetly. 

—Life. 

Percy,  You  Brute! 

"It  was  the  old,  old  story,"  sighed  the  pretty  wife 
on  the  witness  stand  in  the  divorce  court,  "a  horse  and  a 
jackass  can  never  agree." 

"Don't  you  call  me  a  horse,"  roared  the  husband,  as 
he  shook  off  his  attorney's  restraining  hand. 

— DePauw  Yellow  Crab. 

5{t  *  * 

The  Traffic  Problem 

First  Irate  Passenger  (in  crowded  car) — "Do  you 
mind  taking  your  foot  off  mine?" 

Second  Irate  Passenger — "Certainly,  if  you'll  take 
your  pipe  out  of  my  mouth." 

— Royal  Magazine  (London) 
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Hints  for  Ocean  Travelers 

When  a  ship's  officer  tells  you  how  many  knots  the 
boat  is  making  don't  ask  him  who  unties  them.  There  are 
no  policemen  around  to  protect  you  from  assault. 

"Women  and  children  first"  applies  to  the  dining  saloon 
as  well  as  to  the  lifeboats. 

Don't  tell  the  bartender  you're  an  American.  He 
knows. 

Once  a  day  is  sufficient  to  ask  the  captain:  "Where 
are  we  now?" 

Don't  jump  overboard  if  you  become  a  victim  of  sea- 
sickness. You  will  miss  years  of  fun  telling  others  how  you 
suffered. 

If  you  want  to  be  considered  a  seasoned  traveler  don't 
promenade  on  the  promenade  deck. 

In  making  out  your  customs  declaration  be  honest — at 
least  as  much  so  as  when  you  make  out  your  income-tax 
schedule. 

Try  to  avoid  knocking  America  on  the  way  over,  and 
Europe   on   the   return   trip. 

Don't  weep  when  you  behold  the  Statue  of  Liberty. 
The  sentiment  may  be  misconstrued.  ■ — Life. 

*       #       *       * 

Fontaine — "I  can't  get  over  it!  Telegraphing  pictures!" 
Penn — "Pooh!     Ain't     I     been    telegraphing     flowers 
twenty  years?" 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 
*       *       # 
When  the  Maritime  powers  get  together  and  talk  about 
"Hands  across  the  Sea,"  what  they  really  mean  is  "Hand 
across  the  seas!" 
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An  Old  Bird 

"There  are  many  legends  connected  with  this  old  inn. 

Yonder  tankard,  for  instance " 

"I  am  not  interested  in  tankards,"  said  the  guest.  "Tell 
me  the  legend  connected  with  this  antique  fowl  you  have 
served  me." 

— Louisville   Courier- Journal. 
*       *       * 

There  In  No  Time 

He  had  been  dining  far  too  well,  and  hailing  a  taxi, 
he  crawled  gingerly  inside,  after  falteringly  giving  the 
driver  his  destination.  It  happened  that  the  opposite  door 
had  been  left  unlatched  by  the  previous  fare,  and  stumbling 
against  it,  the  inebriated  one  fell  outside  again. 

He  picked  himself  up  with  great  difficulty,  and  ac- 
costed the  highly-amused  driver. 

"Thatsh  pretty  quick  work,"  he  said;  "how  much  do 
I  owe  you?" 

— The  Taller. 

$  $  ♦ 

Waste  of   Money 

A  distinguished  visitor  was  to  spend  a  night  in  a  certain 
small  town  in  one  of  the  Dominions,  and  the  local  hotel 
was  notified  to  be  ready.  The  owner  was  highly  flattered, 
and  at  once  set  to  work  to  have  a  bathroom  added  to  the 
guest-room.  His  small  son  of  ten  years,  however,  thought 
this  a  piece  of  reckless  extravagance.  "Just  think,"  he 
said,  "building  a  bath-room  for  one  night;  and  then,  after 
all,  it  might  turn  out  not  to  be  his  bath  night." 

- — The   Taller. 
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Only  to-day  I  ran  into  an  interviewer  (Mr.  Herman 
Mankiewicz  of  the  New  York  Times)  who  was  flushed 
at  having  actually  come  upon  something  momentous  while 
talking,  professionally,  to  an  actress. 

To  be  precise,  there  were  two  actresses,  and  because 
of  some  trifling  danger  of  jealousy  two  dressing-rooms  had 
been  thrown  into  one  to  gat  over  the  problem  as  to  which 
should  have  the  star's  room. 

Only  one  was  actually  concerned  in  the  interview,  but 
she  kept  calling  to  the  other  for  advice  and  encourage- 
ment. 

"What  was  I  doing  in  1915?"  she  repeated  after  the 
query.  "Let  me  see."  And  then  she  called  down  the  room 
to  her  colleague.      "What  was  I  doing  in   1915?" 

"How  should  I  know,  dear,"  answered  the  actress  who 
was  not  being  interviewed.  "In  1915  I  was  still  in  the 
convent  with  the  dear  sisters." 

— N.    Y.    World. 

#       *       * 

"Thorns  and  Orange  Blossoms" 

[From  the  Orlando  (Fla.)  Reporter-Star.] 
The  Bride  wore  a  dainty  traveling  dress  and  the  couple 
were  unattended.  They  left  at  once  by  motor  for  a  honey- 
moon trip  to  Jacksonville  and  several  northern  points,  but 
when  they  reached  Eustis  they  were  met  by  reports  of  the 
increasing  cold  that  was  coming  and  were  told  that  many  of 
the  orange  growers  were  protecting  their  groves.  The  honey- 
mooners  decided  that  they  wou'd  postpone  their  bridal  trip 
till  a  later  date,  but  would  hasten  their  return  to  Longwood 
where  Mr.  Woodward  has  a  grove  and  do  what  they  could 
to  save  their  oranges  by  using  the  smudge  system. 

—TV.   Y.   World. 
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Without  being 
any  more  expensive 
than  other  stores, 
the  Men's  Shop 
appeals  strongly 
to  men  who 
desire  suits, 
topcoats  and 
furnishings 
of  a  more 
distinctive 
and  exclusive 
character  than 
found  elsewhere. 

Burberry  topcoats,  Bond  St. 
Suits,  Exclusive  hats,  shirts, 
ties  and  soc\s  from  New 
York,  and  London. 

O- Company   ^^      J  Limited 

Yonge  at  Adelaide 
TORONTO 

Main  7940 


THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON 
TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 


Telephone: 
R.4382 


1  lur 
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Experts  agree  that  the  summer  va- 
cation season  is  over  and  the  Man 
and  Woman  About  Town  observe 
the  springtime  of  the  shopping  season 
now  as  evidenced  in  Toronto's  finest 
stores.  Everywhere  new  styles  are  in 
view  to  charm  the  eye  of  the  discrim- 
inating buyer. 

For  the  young  man  who  is  partic- 
ular about  his  appearance,  who  de- 
mands style  of  that  conservative  type 
which  expresses  quality  through  design, 
and  for  the  older  man  who  has  learned 
the  virtues  of  buying  only  the  better 
class  goods,  the  firm  of  Holt  Renfrew 
offers  unusual  attractions.  This  fall, 
coats  expressing  the  atmosphere  of 
Mayfair  are  featured.  One  interesting 
and  moderately  priced  suit  is  indicated 
as  a  strong  favorite  this  year  with  the 
college  and  business  man,  while  the 
range  of  shirts  and  ties  is  unusually 
attractive. 

Toronto  shoppers  have  for  years 
found  a  convenient  rendezvous  for 
lunch  in  the  Diet  Kitchen  Tea  Rooms 
on  Bloor  Street,  which,  while  easily 
accessible  in  every  way,  are  far  enough 
removed  from  the  stores  to  give  the 
ideal  perspective. 

For  the  shopper  who  is  down  town, 
the  quiet  and  restful  atmosphere  of 
the  Willow  Inn  over  Tamblyn's,  to- 
gether with  the  boon  of  delicious  home 
cooking,  affords  a  convenient  and 
much  appreciated  oasis. 

More  and  more  men  every  month 
are  learning  the  necessity  of  shoes  of 
the  better  quality.  Experience  has 
taught  the  lesson  that  real  economy  lies 
in  the  virtue  of  long  wear  and  retention 
of  a  good  appearance  in  footwear. 
Such  qualities  are  embodied  in  every 
Dack  shoe  and  the  visitor  will  find  two 
stores,  conveniently  located,  one  on 
King  Street  near  Bay,  the  other  on 
Bloor  Street  near  Yonge. 

The  out-of-town  visitors  desiring  to 
show  appreciation  to  their  hostess  of 
the  week-end  house  party,  will  find  a 
very   welcome   gift  in   the   shape   of   a 


For  over  100 
years,  Dack's 
have  been 
making  high- 
est quality 
shoes  for  men 
exclusively. 


Shoes  for  Men 

(from  maker  to  wearer) 

Every  Dack  shoe  is  made  in  our 
own  workshops  and  only  sold 
direct  to  the  wearer  by  mail  or 
at  our  shops. 

We  will  gladly  mail  you  our  newest 

style    book   on   request  —  proper  fit 

assured. 

Shops  at 

Toronto:   73  King  St.  West 
Toronto:   16  Bloor  St.  East 
Montreal:   Mount  Royal  Hotel 
Winnipeg:    319  Fort  Street 
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Established  42  Years 
Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St. 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St. 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main  2908 


117  Yonge  Street 
(over  Tamblyn's) 

Where  Home-Cooked  Meals 
Are  Daintily  Served  in  Cozy 
Home-Like  Surroundings. 

Separate  Smoking  Room 
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■n  GENUINE  IMPERIAL  KRYPTOKS.  f™* 

from  .11  <kf«*>  in  manufacture 

IMPERIAL  KRYPTOK  BIFOCALS  (invUifcl.) 

ore  made  from  only  the  highest  quality  ctoWn  ond 
optical  glass  perfectly  ground  and  poliskea1  by 
.lulled  C.naA.n  ■>' 


If  you  are  not  enjoy- 
ing the  comfort  af- 
forded by  wearing 
Invisible  Bifocal 
Glasses,  consult  your 
Refractionist  and 
when  he  advises 
Bifocals  INSIST  on 
Imperial  KRYPTOKS 
(best  invisible  Double 
Vision  Glasses). 

Above  GUARANTEE 
supplied  with  genuine 
Imperial  KRYPTOKS. 

Sold  the  world  over 

MADE  BY 

Imperial  Optical  Co. 

Hermant  Bldg. 
TORONTO 


BOVRIL 
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-usith, 

C9BLIM 


box  of  Burger's  candy,  which  has  been 
a  prime  favorite  for  half  a  century. 
The  Julian  Sale  store  is  featuring 
the  new  Buxton  Keytainer,  an  ingenious 
device  whose  popularity  has  swept  the 
States,  and  which  bids  fair  to  become 
universally  used  in  the  Dominion.  This 
little  leather  case  holds  the  keys  in  such 
a  position  that  the  danger  of  making 
holes  in  the  pockets  is  completely  ob- 
viated, and  yet  they  are  always  ready 
for  use.  A  novel  feature  k  the  method 
by  which  the  owner  is  ensured  against 
loss  since  each  keytainer  contains  a 
small  card  bearing  a  number  and  a 
request  to  the  finder  to  return  same  to 
Julian  Sale  and  claim  a  reward.  The 
owner's  name  and  address  are  reg- 
istered with  Julian  Sale  and  immediate- 
ly upon  receipt  of  the  missing  keytainer 
it  is  forwarded  to  him  and  the  Julian 
Sale  Company  pays  the  reward  to  the 

finder. 

*  *       * 

Why  Men  Become  Skeptics 

"All  right  there!"  thundered  the 
guard  as  the  door  closed.  Suddenly 
from  the  submerged  depth  a  sweet, 
quivering  voice  arose:  "Oh  please 
wait;  I  must  get  my  clothes  on!" 

Necks  twisted,  twisted  thyroid 
glands  stretched,  eyes  popped.  A  girl 
entered  with  a  basket  of  laundry. 

— Mercury. 

*  *       * 

"Now,  children,"  said  the  teacher, 
"what  are  parakeets?" 

"Twins,"     shouted    little     Guiseppi 

Grannucci.  — Chaparral. 

*  *       * 

I :  I  just  took  a  tough  exam. 

II:  Finish? 

I:  No,  Spanish.  — Bim. 

V  *  * 

Femme — You  always  look  at  me  in 
such  a  paternal  way. 

Homme — That's  because  I'm  pop- 
eyed. 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 

*  *       * 

Prof,  (reading)  :  Then  came  the 
great  dragon  belching  forth. 

Frosh:     Didn't   he  excuse   himself? 
— Flamingo. 

was  in  knee 
— Octopus. 


I   knew  him  when 
pants. 

Oh  yes,  at  college. 


Fashion  Hint — Clothes  won't  make 
the  girl  if  she  makes  the  clothes. 


"JULIAN  SALE" 
Never  Again 

the  question 

"Where's  the  Key?" 
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BUXTON 
KEYTAINER 


TN  this  slim  leather  case — all 
*■  your  keys  are  instantly  at  your 
finger  tips.  And  now  as  a  final 
safeguard  the 

Identification  Service 

Gone  the  danger  of  losing 
your  keys  without  hope  of  get- 
ting them  back!  Gone  the  danger 
of  tagging  them  with  your  name 
and  address  for  the  information 
of  unscrupulous  persons! 

In  each  Keytainer  pocket  is 
a  small  card  bearing  a  number 
and  a  request  to  the  finder  to 
send  it  to  Julian  Sale,  at  To- 
ronto, and  receive  a  reward. 
Another  card,  bearing  the  same 
number  and  the  owner's  name 
and  address,  is  filed  with  Julian 
Sale  for  identification.  Upon 
receipt  of  a  lost  Keytainer,  it  is 
forwarded  at  once  to  its  owner 
and  the  finder  is  sent  a  reward. 

Cowhide  Keytainer, 
brown  or  black.  Six 
hooks.  Holds  twelve 
keys.  No.  02-6,  $1.00. 
Other  models  from 
50    cents    to   $11.00. 

Jewelers,  stationers,  department 
stores,  drug  stores,  leather  goods, 
haberdashery  and  hardware 
stores  carry  Buxton  Keytainers 
or  you  can  order  direct.  Made 
in  Canada  and  sold  at  the  same 
prices   as   in   the    United   States. 

The  JULIAN  SALE 

LEATHER  GOODS  CO.  LTD. 

TORONTO 
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What  Do  You  Seek  in  a  Shoe? 

Is  It  Comfort?     Is  It  Long  Wear?     Is  It  Appearance? 


All  three  are  familiar  outstanding  advantages  of 
the  Astoria  Shoe. 

All  three  are  qualities  particular  men   seek  in  a 
shoe. 

Scientific  moulding  to  [meet   foot   conditions  pro- 
vides comfort  in  Astorias. 

Astorias   wear   because  they   are  bench-made  of 
finest  leathers. 

Astorias  provide  that  dressy  appearance- --ask  to 
see  a  pair  and  you'll  know  why. 


Tailor  Made  for  Particular  Trade  by 

SCOTT-McHALE,  LTD. 

LONDON,  CANADA 
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Perhaps  the  novel  would  have  been 
a  little  stronger  if  some  sympathy  had 
been  conjured  up  for  the  heroine.  As 
it  is  we  can  only  feel  exasperation  with 
her  for  her  conceited  stupidity  and 
when  the  debacle  comes  we  adopt 
a  smug  I-told-you-so  attitude.  As  it  is, 
however,  authenticity  is  on  every  page. 
One  of  the  best  this  year. 

THE  POLYGLOTS.  By  William 
Cerhardi.  Toronto:  Longmans  Green, 
Publishers.  $2.50. 

Unquestionably  the  strangest,  most 
amusing,  and  cleverest  novel  since  "Th? 
Constant  Nymph."  A  fascinating  col- 
lection of  odd  people  go  through  a 
number  of  generally  commonplace 
adventures  in  the  Far  East.  Of  original 
English  extraction,  most  of  the  charac- 
ters have  been  wandering  about  the 
world  so  long  that  they  have  forgotten 
how  to  speak  English  like  an  English- 
man. 

In  this  sophisticated  book  the 
characters  are  limned  in  somewhat  the 
cartoonist  manner  of  Dickens,  since, 
though  never  divided  into  saints  and 
angels,  the  actors  in  this  drama  are  all 
more   or    less   prodigious.     All    are    so 


o4sa 

mouthwash, 
gargle  and 

to  prevent  infection 

That  never-empty  place  in  medicine 
cabinets  belongs  to  Absorbine,  Jr. 

As  a  mouthwash  it  is  germ  destroy- 
ing, cleansing  and  refreshing. 

As  a  gargle  it  soothes  and  relieves  an 
irritated  or  swollen  sore  throat. 

With  a  dentifrice  it  gets  at  crevice- 
hidden  germs;  keeps  brush  clean. 

With  a  shampoo  it  destroys  dandruff 
germs  and  stimulates  the  scalp. 

It  is  delightful  after  shaving  and  a 
first  aid  for  cuts  and  scratches. 

At  all  druggists' ',  $1.25,  or  postpaid. 
Liberal  trial  bottle,   10c,  postpaid. 

W.F.  YOUNG,  Inc, 
203    Lyman   Bldg., 
Montreal. 
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GUITARS    MANDOLINS    VIOLINS 

UKULELES    TENOR   BANJOS 

And  Musical  Instruments  of  Every   Dercription 

At  Lowest  Possible  Prices 

WHALEY, 

ROYCE 

CO.,  LIMITED 

237 

Yonge  Street,  Toronto 

For  above  uses 
dilute  Absorbine,  Jr.  with 
water.  Use  full  strength 
as  a  liniment. 


exquisitely  carved  out  that  not  one 
seems  to  linger  in  the  memory  with 
lesser  distinction  than  another.  Never- 
theless, the  pinnacle  of  sympathetic 
writing  is  achieved  in  the  portrayal  of 
Natacha,  the  little  Russian  Child 
whose  enthusiams  for  pretty  things  and 
whose  quaint  English  attacked  even 
this  flinty-hearted  reviewer's  suscepti- 
bilities. 

By  all  means  read  "The  Polyglots." 
It  is  a  book  that  improves  upon  re- 
reading. 

ELLEN  ADAIR.  By  Frederick 
Niven.  Toronto:  Longmans  Green, 
Publishers.    $2.00. 

Something  new:  The  history  of  a 
Scotch  cocotte.  A  series  of  brilliant 
character  studies  including  an  ambiti- 
ous and  foolish  mother,  a  fine-minded 
sister,  a  humble  and  simple  father  and 
a  light-hearted  brother. 

The  progress  from  "having  on"  the 
young  men  over  a  cup  of  tea  to  Ellen's 
final  establishment  in  Patchouli  Man- 
sions is  cleverly  sketched.  A  book 
which  has  received  some  of  the  most 
favorable  reviews  of  the  past  few 
months,  it  has  more  dignity  and,  for 
us,  slightly  less  interest  than  "Minnie 


Flynn,"   another   story   of   a   girl   who 
had  more  beauty  than  brains. 

THE  CHASE.  By  Mollie  Panter- 
Downes.  Toronto:  Longmans  Green, 
Publishers.    $2.00. 

The  second  novel  by  a  youthful 
English  prodigy.  There  is,  however, 
no  need  for  excuses  for  this  book.  It 
can  well  afford  to  stand  on  its  own 
legs.  It  is  a  genuinely  interesting  novel 
which  will  reward  the  bequest  of  an 
evening  to  the  full.  A  rather  pathetic 
story  of  a  ragamuffin  son  of  a  gentle- 
man-down-on-his-luck  who  hacks  his 
way  to  material  success  in  the  age-old 
blue-bird  quest. 

MEADOW  LARK  BASIN.  By 
B.  M.  Bower.  Toronto:  Longmans 
Green,  Publishers.  $2.00. 

SPANISH  ACRES.  By  Hal.  G. 
Evarts.  Toronto:  Longmans  Green, 
Publishers.  $2.00. 

Two  Westerns  dealing  with  ranch 
fights.  A  quotation  from  each  to  guide 
you: 

"Well,  get  your  horses,"  Bud 
snapped.   "You've   got  some  riding  to 

(Continued  on  page  1,1) 
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IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW     DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT 

A  Terrible  Fate  Awaits  You 

if  you  don't  subscribe  to 

VANITY  FAIR 


you  won't  know  who's  who  or 
what's  what 

you'll  be  caught  short  on  dinner 
table  conversation 

you  won't  know  what  plays  to  pick 
or  whom  to  look  for  in  them 

you  won't  know  when  the  time 
changes  in  the  world  of  ideas 

why,  for  instance,  jazz  and  Charlie 
Chaplin  are  today  classic,  and  on 
what  chill  tomorrow  they   may  be 

vieux  jeux 

when  they  put  the  padlock  on 
D.  H.  Lawrence  and  when  they 
took  it  off  James  Joyce 

when  the  Russians  stopped  being 
chic  and  who  supplanted  them 

the  debutantes  will 
dodge  you  at  dinner 

the  stags  at  eve  will 
cut  in  on  someone 
more  amusing 

you  11  be  a  wet  rax, a 
dumb  bunny 

But  it's  not  too  late.  Curfew  doesn't  ring 
tonight.  The  order  blank  is  here.  Vanity 
Fair's  subscription  list  remains  open  .... 
Thank  heaven  there  is  still  time. 
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She:  TH  n^v  dXXd  n  vpo. 
vpyiairtpov,  «ii0iXj7tos.  tlSet 
t6v  6.vTiypa<t>ov  vtbrtpov  rr\% 
Vanity  Fair? 


10  issues  for  $2 

VANITY    FAIR 
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Name,  etc. 


H  Vanity  Fair,  Greenwich,  Conn. 

0 

a  Dear  Vanity  Fair: 

*  Your  English  didn"t  persuade 

5  me,  but  your  Boetian  is  irre- 

•J  sistible.      Attached  find    two                                                                                                                                        |J 

3  dollars  for  ten  issues.  .-—». 0 

3  Illustrations  copyright  by  Vanity  Fair                   Q 

PiN    TWO    BUCKS    PIN    TWO    BUCKS    PIN    TWO    BUCKS    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW 
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PUBLISHER'S  ANNOUNCE- 
MENT 

Mr.  Keith  Crombie,  who  has  oc- 
cupied the  position  of  managing 
editor  of  Goblin  for  the  past  two 
years  has  resigned  in  order  to  take 
up  advertising  work  in  the  United 
States. 

Starting  with  the  present  issue 
Goblin  is,  and  will  be,  produced 
under  the  editorial  direction  of  Mr. 
J.E.McDougall,  formerly  associate 
editor  and  a  regular  contributor  to 
the  magazine,  and  connected  with  it 
since  its  inception. 


(Continued  from  page  S9) 

do  now,  you're  so  darn  gay  and  fes- 
tive .  .  .  . "  Cowboy  language  from 
Meadowlark  Basin. 

"Hustle.  There'll  be  powder  burned 
to-night  a  plenty.    Three  strangers  are 
making  toward  Makano's  sheep." 
Same  from  Spanish  Acres. 

PRAIRIE  FIRES.  By  Lorna 
Doon  Beers.  Toronto:  Longmans 
Green,  Publishers.  $2.00. 

A  substantial  novel  of  the  Middle 
West,  competently  if  not  brilliantly 
executed.   A  worth  while  book. 

THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  IRO- 
QUOIS. By  M.  Bourchier  Sanford. 
Toronto :  Longmans  Green,  Publishers. 
$1.50. 

We  quote  from  the  List  of  Illustra- 
tions: "Snatched  the  knife  from  his  belt 
and  struck  the  nearest  man  in  the 
face."  "Half  carried  him  into  the  hut." 
"Fell  senseless  before  the  gates  of  St. 
Ignace."  A  fair  sample  of  a  good 
book  of  this  type. 

DREAMING  SPIRES.  By 
Diana  Patrick.  Toronto:  Longmans 
Green,  Publishers.  $2.00. 

A  young  girl  whose  father's  shady 
financial  transactions  have  left  her 
penniless,  starts  out  to  make  her  way  in 
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NOTE 

This  advertisement 
brought  to  our  store  at 
time  of  purchase  en- 
titles you  to  10  per 
cent,  discount  on  any 
Suit,  Topcoat  or  Over- 
oat. 


Get  the 
Biggest 
Clothes  Value 
in  Toronto! — 


2-Pants  Suits 
and  Overcoats 

To  say  we've  the  best  clothing  value  in 
Toronto  is  a  broad  statement — but  we've 
backed  it  up  with  the  greatest  values  in 
Two-Pants  Suits  and  Overcoats  in  our 
history!  Only  our  big  volume  of  quick, 
small-profit  sales  makes  these  prices 
possible — and  only  at  Clayton's  will  you 
find  them! 

See  Clayton's  first — then  compare  — 
we're   not   afraid   of  comparison! 

$20  to  $35 

CLAYTON'S 

163    Yonge    Street 

Made-to-measure  Clothes,  $25  to  $40 
De    Luxe   Clothes.   $45   to    $55 
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rilish  Gonsols 


COLLECT  THE 
CARD  PICTURES 


12^15^    20^25^  al3° '"  attractive  tins  of  50  and  100 

676 


the  world  alone.    The  perils  and  ad- 
ventures   along    the    way    compose    a 
novel  of  moderate  interest. 
$       *       * 

Judge  (to  culprit)  :  So  we  caught 
you  with  two  bunches  of  silverware 
this  time,  eh?    Whom  did  you  rob? 

Inexperienced  Burglar:  Two  fra- 
ternity houses. 

Judge  (to  officer) :  Call  up  the 
downtown  restaurants  and  have  them 
claim  this  stuff. 

— Carnegie    Tech  Puppet. 
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TRADE 

'   Hr\nr 

iM   RUB  E  E  R 
M  A  H  K 


— Hair  is  absolutely  pure 
badger. 

—  Settingof  vulcanized  rubber. 

— Handle  of  beautiful  appear- 
ance and  finish.  Guaran- 
teed, of  course,  and  made  in 
Canada  in  a  hygienic  Can- 
adian way. 

tfS.  S/immd  cth 

SAINT  JOHN,  N.B. 
Montreal        Toronto        London        Winnipeg 


(  SET    IN     RUBBER  ) 

LATHER  BRUSHES 


i  made  or 
purebadger 


Pure  Badger  Hair 
or  pure  Bristles  do 
not  carry  anthrax 
germs.  Avoid 
cheap  substitutes. 


Other  sizes  of  same 
style  brush  at  pro- 
portionate prices.  31 


Intimate  Glimpses 

Apropos  of  all  the  pother  in  the 
press  because  Miss  Swanson  rightly  re- 
fused to  pose  by  her  suitcases  for  a 
photographer,  a  similar  trend  is  to  be 
observed  among  the  ultra-chic. 

We  were  recently  at  Newport  as 
the  guest  of  Count  and  Countess  Fred- 
erick Von  Schrechlen-Holschrech,  who 
have  rented  the  house  of  Mrs.  Harry 
Oerlbright  VIII  for  the  season.  Just 
before  dinner  on  the  night  of  my  ar- 
rival (and  there  was  only  a  small  party 
of  intimate  friends,  some  two  hundred 
and  fifty  of  us  of  the  innermost  circle), 
some  slight  consternation  was  caused 
by  the  entrance  into  the  bluer  drawing 
room  of  the  Dowager  Duchess  of 
Chesterfield-Camels,  who  was  attired 
in  the  famous  Chesterfield-Camels 
tiara,  the  Chesterfield-Camels  rope  of 


pearls    and    a    pair    of    the    late    and 
twenty-first  Duke's  golfing  knickers. 

Stuyvesant  Van  Stettin,  who  had 
flown  over  from  Southampton  that  af- 
ternoon and  who  is  noted  for  his  scorn 
for  the  conventions,  asked: 

"Why,  did  you  lose  your  baggage, 
Duchess?" 

Whereupon,  Her  Grace  very  prop- 
erly snubbed  him. 

"Since  the  Marquise  de  la  Falaise 
has  shown  us  the  way,  Mr.  Van 
Stettin,"  she  rebuked  him  coldly,  "we 
of  the  haul  monde  do  not  refer  in  polite 
society  to  such  a  thing  as  —  er  — 
baggage!" 

When,  with  his  usual  tact,  Count 
Frederick  rushed  to  the  rescue  by  hav- 
ing dinner  served  that  night  in  the  green 
marble  swimming  pool. 

— Gwynne  in  the  New  Yorker. 


On  Letter  Writing 

(Continued  jrom  page   15) 

of  a  small  account  long  overdue,  some 
thing  like  the  following: 

Mr.  John  Smith-Smyth 

The  Iron  Filings  Corporation 

Cornwall,  Ontario. 
My  Dear  Mr.  Smith-Smyth, 

You  write  asking  us  to  pay  your 
account  of  $7.80  which  I  note  has 
been  on  your  books  since  two  years  ago 
last  March. 

Now,  Mr.  Smith-Smyth,  our  firm  is 
anxious  to  co-operate  with  the  Iron 
Filings  Corporation  in  every  way  pos- 
sible. The  friendly  relations  which 
exist  between  this  organization  and  the 
Iron  Filings  Corporation  are  a  con- 
stant source  of  pleasure  and  gratifica- 
tion to  us. 

The  wonderful  spirit  of  service  and 
unselfish  co-operation  which  has  been 
evidenced  again  and  again  in  dealings 
between  the  Iron  Filings  Corporation 
and  this  company  cannot  be  dis- 
regarded. 

It  is  not  only  a  duty  but  a  pleasure 
to  write  you  this  letter.  We  are,  of 
course,  not  enclosing  a  cheque,  but  we 
send  you  greetings  of  every  good  wish 
for   continued   prosperity   and    success. 

With  kindest  personal  and  other 
regards,  we  are, 

Yours  very  sincerely, 

Henry  W.   Service, 
ALTRUISM  &  SERVICE,  LTD. 


Niagara  Falls  Tourists  Prefer 
this  Buffalo  Hotel 

GOING  over  the  year,  we  find  that 
many  of  our  guests  come  from 
Canada— Canadians  like  the  homelike 
comfort  of  this  modern,  fireproof 
hotel  with  its  complete  service, 
attractive  outside  rooms,  excellent 
cuisine. 

The  Hotel  Lenox  is  not  too  large  for  per- 
sonal attention  (200  rooms).  Quietly  sit- 
uated, convenient  to  the  shopping  district, 
clubs  and  theatres.  The  rates  are  moder- 
ate—$2.00  to  $5.00  p<=r  day  for  single  rooms  : 
$3  50  to  $7.00   per  day  for  double  rooms. 

The  Van  Dyke  taxi  service  will  bring  you 
to  th°  hotel  without  cost  to  you — just  ask 
the   Van    Dvke   agent   at   the  station. 

Motorists  follow  Main  Street  or  Delaware 
Avenue   to   North   Street. 
On    the    Empire   and  Great   Lakes   Tours, 

Write   for    FREE    Road    Guides.    Maps 
and  Hotel  Booklet. 

HOTEL  LENOX 

North  St.,  just  west  of  Delaware 
BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 

CLARENCE  A.  MINER,  President 
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When  East  Meets  West 


Over  the  political  issue,  there  is  frequently  a  lot 
of  high  talking. 

Sensible  administrators  vie  with  frenzied  spell- 
binders for  the  public  attention  and  by  the  time  the 
dust  has  cleared  the  dear  public  have  the  impression 
that  they  have  been  looking  at  a  kaleidoscope  while 
riding  on  a  merry-go-round. 

In  times  like  these  the  value  of  a  sane  truthful 
newspaper  is  made  doubly  manifest. 

Mail  and  Empire  readers  will  find  both  sides  of 
the  political  story  reported  in  an  unbiased  intelligent 
manner. 


WftVt 


$6.00  delivered,  $5.00  by  mail 


Daily  Average  circulation  for  August  117,217 
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Figure   It   Yourself 

A  farmer  came  to  town  to  insert  an 
obituary  notice. 

"How  much  do  you  charge?"  he 
asked. 

"A  dollar  an  inch,"  was  the  reply. 

"Migod!    He  was  six  feet  tall!" 

— Bison. 

*  *       * 

Study  in  Alcohol 

First  Inebriate — What'll  you  have? 
Second  Inebriate — Who? 
First    Inebriate   —   The   gen'leman 
with  you. 

Second  Inebriate — Thash  not  gen  - 

leman.    Thash  me.  — Life. 

*  *       * 

War  Cry  of  the  Modern 
Woman 

Millions  for  dress  but  not  one  cent 

for  clothing.  — J ack-o' -Lantern. 

*  *       * 

You:  "What  time  ish  a  nex  train?" 
Soru:     "I  dunno  but  I  think  it  jus 

went."  — Lord  Jeff. 

*■       *       * 

'Twas    amateur    night    at    the    Opera 

House; 
Robinson  Crusoe  was  the  play ; 
A  hurricane  swept  across  the  stage 
And  blew  the  cast-away. 

— Purple    Cow. 


fe^^ 


Proved  safe  by  millions  and  prescribed  by  physicians  for 
Headache     Neuralgia      Colds  Lumbago 

Pain  Toothache     Neuritis        Rheumatism 


Safi 


\^\   _^^  Accept    only    "Bayer"    package 
^^/^  which  contains  proven  directions. 


Handy    "Bayer"    boxes    of    12    tablets 
Also  bottles  of  24  and  100 — Druggists. 

Aspirin  is  the  trade  mark  (registered  in  Canada)  of  Bayer  Manufacture  of  Monoacetie- 
acidester  of  Salicylicacid  (Acetyl  Salicylic  Acid,  "A.  S.  A.").  While  it  is  well  known 
that  Aspirin  means  Bayer  manufacture,  to  assist  the  public  against  imitations,  the  Tablets 
of   Bayer   Compauj    will   be   stamped   with    their  general    trade   mark,   the    "Bayer   Cross." 
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THE  "SPIRO" 

Safety  Razor  Blade 

SHARPENER 


Merely  drop  the  blade  on  the  two 
pcjrs.  close  the  box  and  turn  the 
handle.  The  revolving  spring- 
mounted  spiral  leathers  strop 
both  sides  of  both  edges  simul- 
taneously. The  result  is  a  per- 
fectly smooth  shaving  blade,  such 
as  you  have  rarely  experienced. 
Built  like  a  gun.  with  nothing  to 
go  wrong,  a  "Spiro"  will  ensure  a 
lifetime   of   shaving   comfort. 

Price  $6.50  Postpaid 

Money  Refunded  if  not 
Satisfactory 


WATT'S  BLADES 

Watt's  Blades— Made  from 
the  finest  steel  obtainable 
and  with  occasional 
stropping  will  keep  their 
keen  edges  indefinitely. 
Fit  exactly  Gillette  or 
Autostrop  holders.  Gil- 
lette-type $1.00;  Auto- 
strop-type  $1.20  per 
package    postpaid. 


"AOE.  IN  SHEFFIELD, 
T E  STEP  &GU ARANTE.ED 


A.  W.  S.  JERVIS,  18  TORONTO  ST.,  TORONTO,  2 

Canadian  Agent  for  John  Watts,  Sheffield,  Eng.  (/765) 


An  American 

•  I  am  an  American.  After  four  years  in  Europe,  I 
was  once  more  on  my  way  home.  Over  the  prow  of  the 
ship  the  Statue  of  Liberty  loomed  dimly  through  the 
morning  mists.  I  could  almost  feel  the  glorious  Lady 
reaching  out  and  gripping  my  hand  with  a  ready  "wel- 
come back."  An  American  coming  home!  I  swam  in 
ephemeral  seas  of  purple  glory.  A  warm  sense  of  ex- 
hilaration suffused  me.  I  stuck  my  hands  in  my  pockets 
and  threw  out  my  chest.  I  looked  around  for  someone 
to  speak  to.  When  an  American  gets  that  giddy  feel- 
ing that  it's  good  to  be  alive,  he  must  always  take  it  out 
on  some  poor,  unsuspecting  bystander  in  verbal  acro- 
batics. "Boy,  isn't  it  great  to  get  back!"  I  fairly 
bubbled  it  out  at  a  New  Yorker  who  stood  beside  me. 
"Huh!"  was  his  only  answer,  as  he  gazed  mournfully 
at  the  sealed  door  of  the  ship's  bar.  But  I  felt  too  good 
to  be  downed.  "The  Lady  that  rules  the  world,"  I 
murmured  to  another,  and  acompanied  the  remark  with 
the  expansive  smile  that  brooks  no  refusal.  "You  damned 
fool,"  he  snarled,  stalking  off,  head  sunk  upon  his  chest 
and  collar  about  his  ears.  I  was  not  to  be  defeated. 
"The  greatest  little  country  on  the  face  of  the  earth," 
I  shouted  at  a  lady  who  gazed  longingly  far  asea.  "Sir," 
she  retorted,  and  gazed  more  longingly  than  ever.  Then 
I  saw  my  man.  He  stood  at  the  very  prow  of  the  ves- 
sel. Spray  sang  about  him  and  he  smiled  contentedly  up 
at  Lady  Liberty's  face.  She  seemed  to  mean  to  him 
all  that  she  meant  to  me.  I  clapped  him  on  the  back. 
"Isn't  it  a  great  old  place,  buddy!"  I  roared.  He 
turned.     He  said,  "No  spik  Englees!" 


A  Canadian  Star  Shines 
for  the  World 

is  the  title  of  a  leading  article  in  the  October 
1 5  MacLean's,  which  is  particularly  appro- 
priate at  this  time,  when  autumn  leaves,  darting 
like  spots  of  flame  across  a  lowering  sky,  pre- 
sage the  beginning  of  the  season  of  operas, 
mus.cal  programs  and  plays.  The  life  of  Ed- 
ward Johnson,  of  Guelph,  one  of  the  luminaries 
of  the  Metropolitan  Opera  Company,  reads  like 
a  tale  from  the  Arabian  Nights,  and  in  its  telling 
John  Nelson,  in  his  inimitably  vivid  style,  has 
done  it  no  less  than  justice. 

With  the  heavy  artillery  of  the  politicians 
coming  into  action,  and  the  Dominion  resound- 
ing to  a  drumfire  of  words,  a  mere  voter  may 
be  excused  if  the  turmoil  and  dust  of  battle  has 
obscured  his  vision.  A  little  timely  intelligence, 
presented  sanely  and  without  bias  will  do  much 
to  clarify  the  situation,  and  this  has  been  sup- 
plied by  Grant  Dexter  in  a  powerful  feature, 
"Will  the  Prairies  Go  Solid  Again?" 

FICTION 

The  remainder  of  the  literary  meal  is  a  nicely 
balanced  menu.  "The  Bayonet  of  Henri  La- 
berge"  by  Christopher  Jenkins,  in  its  denoue- 
ment violates  the  conventional  and  time-frayed 
method  of  portraying  fictional  vengeance,  and 
thereby  gets  across  with  a  logic  that  stuns.  John 
H.  Regan,  in  a  short  story,  "Freedom"  pre- 
sents an  interesting  variation  of  the  theme  of 
the  lure  of  forbidden  fruit.  The  salad  is  brought 
on  as  "The  Accomplice"  a  striking  piece  of 
short  fiction  by  Llewellyn  Hughes,  and  Royal 
Brown,  with  "You  Are  Young  Only  Once," 
a  fast-action  story  of  modern  youth,  donates 
the  sweets. 

When  petting  parties  pall,  and  the  finale 
hopper  nurses  his  corns,  is  an  ideal  time  in  which 
to  dig  yourself  in  on  that  old  easy  chair  before 
an  open  grate  fire  (if  you  have  that  kind  of 
landlady)  and  open  the  issue  of  MacLean's 
which  the  foregoing  so  glowingly  yet  modestly 
describes.  Then,  after  the  enthusiasm  engen- 
dered by  reading  the  main  features  has  sub- 
sided a  bit,  enjoy  a  laugh,  maybe  a  cry — if  you 
are  of  that  gender — a  few  moments  of  thought 
and  a  large  additional  portion  of  enjoyment 
from  the  other  attractive  departments,  such  as 
Art  and  Decoration,  the  Women's  Department, 
Review  of  Reviews,  Wit,  Wisdom  and  Whim- 
sicality, with  which  the  latter  part  of  this  really 
exceptional  issue  is  embellished.  Yes,  that's 
rig'it.    October   15,  MacLean's. 

MACLEANS 

1         1  "CANADA'S  NATIONAL  MAGAZINE  " 


MAZDA 


%eMARK 
'    ofa 

SERVICE 


THE  word  MAZDA  stands  for  the  latest  development  and 
most  scientific  research  work  applied  to  artificial  illumi- 
nation. Electric  lamps  bearing  the  trademark  MAZDA  are 
the  product  of  a  service  centred  in  the  research  laboratories 
of  the  Canadian  General  Electric  Company. 

Electric  lamps  vary  so  little  in  appearance  that  the  trademark 
is  your  only  guide.  By  always  insisting  upon  Edison  Mazda 
Lamps,  you  will  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  you  are 
purchasing  a  product  guaranteed  to  give  you  the  best  pos- 
sible value  for  your  money. 

Near  you  is  an  Edison  Mazda  Lamp  Agent.   He  is  a  lighting  specialist. 
There    you    can    obtain    real  information  about    good    lighting. 

EDISON 

MAZDA  LAMPS 

\  Canadian  General  Electric  Product 


The  Only  Way  To  Get  It— 

WISE  OLD  OWL:  "Some  birds  say  these  stones  are  no 
earthly  use  for  anything,  but  watch  me  get  a  good  drink 
of  that  water,  once  I  have  raised  the  level  by   dropping 


some  stones  into  it. 


LIBERAL-CONSERVATIVE  VICTORY  COMMITTEE 
330  BAY  STREET,  TORONTO,  2. 


